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Summary: ODST ' s are known for their deadly efficiency in combat and 
their ability to get the job done. But after an operation goes wrong. 
Buck and his squad find themselves in a difficult situation and stuck 
on the planet Remnant. Caught between local conflicts and trying to 
find their way home. Buck and his troopers are in for a long 
ride . 


1. Introduction Part I 

Lieutenant Edward Buck pushed aside a tree branch as he continued to 
struggle through the red forest. Behind him, Mickey and Romeo 
followed. They had been trudging on for nearly an hour and there 
seemed to be no clear exit to the massive tree line in front of them. 
The ODST ' s were getting closer to the column of smoke that rose ahead 
of them. 

Suddenly, a loud growl sounded from behind them. 

"What the hell was that?" Exclaimed Mickey 

"Doesn't matter," Buck replied calmly. "We're almost there. Whatever 
it is, I'm sure we can handle it later. Let's just keep 
moving . " 

Mickey wasn't convinced. They were in unknown territory and had no 
idea what to expect from these parts. None of their instruments were 
working properly and the cold weather definitely wasn't helping. His 
thoughts were interrupted by Romeo. 

"Once again, we find ourselves in a shitty situation." The sarcastic 
sharpshooter complained. "Trying to conduct a rescue mission with no 
idea where the fuck we're going. And now, we got some dumbass 
hippo-soundin muthafucka tight on our asses. This shit just keeps 
getting better." 



Just then, a dark shadow shot out of the trees heading directly for 
the elite operatives. Its giant claws aimed directly at them ready to 
put an end to their lives. 

_**6 Hours Earlier**_ 

The UNSC _Say My Name_ knifed through space at cruising speed. The 
Marathon-Class heavy cruiser was one of the few ships from the Home 
Fleet not destroyed or heavily damaged during the Battle of Earth, 
although it did sustain some minor hits. Since then, it had continued 
its service to the UNSC Navy as a support and special operations 
ship . 

At the bridge of the ship. Captain Brandon Evans read the files on 
his monitor. The Intel had just been received thirty minutes earlier 
and the ship had already changed course to respond 
accordingly . 

Evans took a sip of coffee from his mug. The task that had just been 
given to him and his men was no doubt dangerous, and he could think 
of multiple scenarios of something going wrong. He didn't like the 
new orders but he was determined to carry them out. After all, his 
ship wasn't exactly a stranger to dangerous situations. It had made 
it through Hell and back a number of times. Surely it could pull it 
off again. 

Below the bridge. Lieutenant Edward Buck sat in the briefing room 
with the rest of his squad along with other ODST ' s of 7th Battalion 
Alpha Company. They had been called in on short notice for a highly 
classified operation and little details had been given out. 

"Hey Gunny, you know what all this commotion is about?" Dutch had 
been wondering about the assignment. Even though Buck had already 
been promoted to the rank of Lieutenant, the nickname Gunny had stuck 
with his squad. 

"No clue." Replied Buck. That was what bothered him more than 
anything else. Buck liked having a clear understanding of what he was 
going to be getting involved in, it made a smaller chance for error, 
a smaller chance of getting killed. Especially now, since he had a 
bigger responsibility. 

Being a lieutenant meant that Buck now had a bigger squad. A bigger 
squad meant more men to take care of, more tactical decisions to 
make, and frankly, just more work. Buck had found himself coming back 
from missions more exhausted then he had ever been before as a 
sergeant. Just the idea of going to battle was something he rather 
dreaded nowadays. _I'm gettin a little too old for this. _Buck 
thought to himself. 

"It all just seems like a big waste of time if you ask me." Romeo 
scoffed . 

"Save it Romeo." Buck replied curtly. Hearing Romeo complain about a 
mission was nothing new to him. In fact, just hearing him complain in 
general was something Buck had gotten used to. 

"You know it's true," Romeo continued, not ready to be ignored. 
"Things like this happen all the time. UNSC gets their heads caught 
up in their asses about something they don't know how to deal with. 



so they call on us to deal with it for them. Most of the time, it 
ain't even that big a deal, and when it is, bad shit always happens 
to us. You remember how bad my lung got fucked on our last rodeo, 
don't you?" 

"What I remember is having to carry your fat ass around a whole damn 
city." Buck joked. "Doesn't bother you anymore does it?" He realized 
this would be Romeo's first field assignment since New Mombasa. Ever 
since the Gravity Hammer had pierced Romeo's lung, he had been deemed 
unfit for combat: even after surgery. Instead, UNSC gave him a desk 
job where he had evaluated test scores for new recruits. He had only 
just rejoined the squad last month. 

"It's been six years Gunny." Romeo replied at length. "It doesn't 
even cross my mind. Stamina's been fucked ever since though. I'm just 
glad I ain't grading tests no more." 

"Good. Then you've got nothing to whine about." 

"Yeah, whatever man." 

"The Rookie's pretty calm and collected." That was Mickey, noticing 
how quite The Rookie had been. "Does nothing ever get to you 
J . D ? " 

The Rookie said nothing. To him, this was just another day at the 
office. It was what he was trained to do and what he signed on for. 

He looked at every mission as just another task to complete. If he 
doesn't survive, then so be it. Any soldier should know that they 
face the possibility of dying in battle. But death wasn't really 
something that fazed The Rookie. As far as he was concerned, this was 
just an average day. 

"Not in the mood to chat huh?" Mickey sighed. "But then again, you 
never are . " 

"That's what I like about J.D. A man of few words who gets the job 
done." Dutch nodded approvingly. "You and Romeo should learn from 
him. Especially Romeo." 

"Hey, don't go calling me out like that man." Romeo responded 
indignantly. "I always get the job done. In fact, if it weren't for 
me, you probably would've been killed a hundred times over by 
now . " 

Dutch rolled his eyes to heaven. "You just keep telling yourself 
that . " 

"Besides," Romeo went on. "if you wanna get all the beautiful ladies, 
you gotta know how to talk. If anything. The Rookie should be learnin 
from me. Ain't that right Rookie?" 

The Rookie, by this point, had already dosed off finding the 
conversation to be uninteresting. 

"Alright, that's enough. Let's just get some peace and quite for a 
few minutes ok?" Buck was starting to get a headache from all the 
chattering going on around him. 

The briefing room door slid open not two seconds after Buck issued 



his order and Captain Dare walked in with a huge African American man 
close behind her. 

The man's name was Joseph Matthews. Lieutenant Colonel Joseph 
Matthews. He was the highest-ranking ODST aboard _Say My Name_ and 
had overall command on all field operations carried out by the ship. 
He had already seen more action than more than half of the ODSTs on 
the ship put together. Behind the massive Colonel, a smaller man with 
glasses followed. 

"Attention Troopers, officer on deck!" Dare called. The operators 
quickly stood at attention. Mickey woke the Rookie up with a punch to 
the shoulder and he got up clumsily. 

"Thank you Captain." Matthews acknowledged Dare. "At ease 
troopers . " 

"So much for peace and quite huh Gunny?" Romeo smirked. 

"Silence." Buck hissed under his breath. He noticed Colonel Matthews 
was already dressed for combat except for his helmet, which he had 
just laid on the desk in front of him. Buck had a feeling that this 
was something big. Normally, Matthews would oversee an operation from 
the bridge of the ship. If he was actually going to go in with 
everyone else, then this operation was going to be far from the 
average walk in the woods . 

"You're all probably wondering why you're here." Matthews spoke 
again. "As you all know, two months ago, the UNSC conducted an 
operation on the planet known as Requiem, in which some of our boys 
engaged with Covenant Remnant forces. The Covies were lead by this 
cocksucker . " 

Matthews showed a holographic projection. "Jul 'Mdama, or as I like 
to call him, muthafuckin ugly ass-lookin dickhead." That drew a few 
chuckles. "When the planet blew, 'Mdama' s pussy ass was able to 
escape, bringing with him one of our own." He showed another 
projection. "Dr. Catherine Halsey. You'd probably recognize her as 
the person who created the original Spartan II and Spartan III 
programs . " 

"Wasn't she that psycho that abducted little kids?" Mickey whispered 
to The Rookie who naturally, said nothing. 

"Halsey was supposed to be assassinated." Now it was Dare speaking. 
"But 'Mdama brought her with him before we could get the chance. 

Since she likely holds a grudge against the UNSC, it is very likely 
that she is working closely with 'Mdama." 

"Okay. So we've got some old hag working with a freak. How's this a 
problem for us again?" Romeo was unimpressed with the briefing so 
far . 

Dare raised an eyebrow. "Halsey maybe old, but she is one of the 
smartest people in the universe. She knows how the UNSC operates and 
she knows some of ONI ' s most closely guarded secrets. 'Mdama on the 
other hand, leads the largest group of forces currently opposing the 
UNSC. If anyone were to completely eradicate humanity, it would be 
him. And right now, he's already half way there." 



"How so?" Dutch asked, now getting interested. 


"Spartan fire teams recovered this on Requiem before it was 
destroyed." A projection of a forerunner artifact now popped up on 
display. "We call it the Janus key. Ironically, it was Halsey who 
gave it to us. Our top scientists at Naval Intelligence have examined 
this piece right here and the general consensus is that the piece we 
have is only half of the real thing. 

The other half is likely already in 'Mdama's hands. If 'Mdama were to 
get both pieces into his possession, he will gain knowledge to 
everything the universe has to offer. He will use that information to 
wipe out the human race . " 

The room was silent. Even Romeo had nothing to say. Eventually, Buck 
spoke up. "So what do we do about it?" 

It was Matthews who answered. "We hit those scumbags before they hit 
us." The Colonel paused for a second. He was now getting to the main 
point. "Some of our spy drones somehow detected 'Mdama's fleet and 
managed to track them throughout the course of a few days. The Covies 
eventually landed in the ruins of Madrigal." 

Romeo looked up at that. He had spent the first four years of his 
life on Madrigal before it was glassed by the Covenant. But before he 
could ask any questions, Matthews started talking again. 

"Erom what we can tell, the Remnant forces are using the ruins as a 
rendezvous point to regroup and take stock of their current manpower 
and supplies. They've docked their ships and set up camp on the 
northern side of the planet. The UNSC has called for a quick response 
force to take advantage of this situation and ambush those freaks 
when they're unprepared. As you can guess, that's us. Our drones have 
positive ID on Halsey. She is currently on board an assault carrier 
located around the outskirts of the docked ships. Our mission is to 
drop down around that carrier and take Halsey back alive. 'Mdama 
won't be able to pose as much of a threat to us without her; even 
with half of the key." 

"I thought they wanted her dead," someone asked from the back of the 
room . 

"Not anymore. She's been around 'Mdama long enough to understand how 
he operates. The UNSC will most likely want to acquire that 
information from her in exchange for her life." Matthews 
explained . 

"What do we do about 'Mdama?" Somebody else asked. 

"He's going to be too well protected. We simply don't have the 
manpower to get to him. Luckily for us, that dumbass separated 
himself from Halsey. He's having a meeting with his senior advisors 
in the center of his camp and he's left Halsey on the outer edge with 
minimal protection. That cocksucker doesn't have any idea of what's 
about to hit him." 

"Will we be the only forces on this operation?" Dutch doubted that 
_Say My Name _had the numbers to take on an entire Covenant 
battalion. ODST or not, he knew the odds would be too much for 
them . 



"Hell nah son. We ain't stupid. We're currently en route to join up 
with the task force designated Foxtrot 5. Eight heavy cruisers and 
two carriers of UNSC naval pride. We go in, take the prize, then get 
the hell out. Us OUST ' s will be dropping in first to gain the 
advantage of surprise. The marines will cover our extraction via 
Pelican drop ships." 

Matthews now indicated for the smaller man with glasses to step 
forward. "This is Naval Intelligence specialist Clay Arrington. He's 
made a career out of studying covenant ships. Practically knows the 
interior layout of an assault carrier like the back of his hand. 

He'll be guiding us once we get inside the ship to Halsey's 
location . " 

"It's an honor troopers." Arrington said. His voice was somewhat 
high-pitched but also confident. "I know the best ways to cut corners 
inside those monstrosities the Covenant call ships. Do as I say and 
I'll get you to Halsey and out in no time." 

"So the guy says." Romeo muttered quietly to nobody in particular. 
"Just wait until we get pinned down inside the ship by heavy 
resistance. Lets see what his four-eyed ass has to say then." 

"You just don't know how to be quiet do you?" Dutch sighed 
irritably . 

"I'm just trying to keep my mind sharp." 

"Hmph! Classic Romeo. Mouth always moving faster than his head. I 
swear, one of these days, you're gonna make a smartass remark to the 
wrong person and get your ass handed to you." 

"Yeah, that person definitely won't be you. I could take you any day 
hot shot . " 

"Is there a problem gentlemen?" The Colonel's voice suddenly cut the 
argument short . 

"No sir." Dutch grumbled casting a glare at Romeo. 

"Good. We have a job to do troopers. Let's get it done right. Get 
ready to drop into hell. We move out in an hour. You're all 
dismissed . " 

The ODST ' s stood at attention once again, then headed to their 
lockers to get ready for the drop. 


2. Introduction Part II 

Buck strapped on the last of his armor and slid his MGS pistol into 
its holster. The locker room had gone from being empty one second, to 
being filled by a mass of people the next. ODSTs were scrambling to 
get their gear together and load up onto the drop pods. The _Say My 
Name _had already met up with the rest of the task force. The UNSC 
ships were now just a few minutes out from the target area. Buck took 
out his suppressed M7, clicked in a new magazine, then grabbed his 
helmet and shut his locker before moving on to join up with his squad 
in the loading bay. 



His "squad" was really a platoon consisting of three-dozen men now. 

If he were honest with himself. Buck would admit that he missed being 
a sergeant. Even though he was well respected and looked up upon by 
all of his men, from time to time. Buck couldn't help but reminisce 
back to the days when it was just him, Dutch, Mickey, J.D, and yes 
even Romeo out raising hell and causing trouble for their enemies. 
_Life was easier back then._ He thought solemnly to himself. 

But being an officer did have its perks. He had more comfortable 
living quarters, higher pay, people tended to take his word more 
seriously, and most importantly, his new status impressed more 
ladies. There was only one person he really needed to impress 
though . 

Needless to say, the relationship between Buck and Dare had improved 
a lot after New Mombasa. The two were closer now than they ever had 
been before. But Dare was an extremely busy person and Buck didn't 
exactly have a lot of free time himself. As a result, they didn't 
really see much of each other after the Battle for Earth. 

The idea of retiring had occurred to the Lieutenant a number of 
times. He would definitely have a lot more time on his hands as a 
result. But his sense of duty to his squad had held him back from 
doing so. He would not abandon his men as long as he had an ounce of 
fight left in him. That was the thought that had pushed him over the 
last six years. He knew that there was a bright future in store for 
him and Dare, so he didn't mind waiting for it. However long it took. 
Buck knew it would be worth it . 

"How are my boys doing?" Came a familiar voice. Buck turned around to 
see Captain Dare herself standing there with one hand on her hip and 
the other carrying her helmet. Even after six years, she hadn't 
seemed to age at all. 

"Never better." Came Buck's reply. "And yourself?" 

"Quite well. I just thought I'd let you know that I'm taking control 
over your men once again." 

"Tch, you can have them. Sure will make it a hell of a lot easier for 


"Anything to make my number one happy." Dare smiled, touching him 
lightly on the shoulder. 

Buck shifted uncomfortably. "C'mon Veronica, not in front of the 
guys." He felt color rise to his cheeks. 

Dare just simply laughed. "I forgot how easy it was to embarrass you, 
_Lieutenant . 

"You feelin alright there Gunny? You look a little red." Dutch 
snickered . 

Buck's gaze hardened at once. "Very funny Dutch. In fact, it's so 
funny that I think I'm gonna reward you. How does half pay for next 
month sound?" 


Dutch fell silent instantly, the smile already gone from his face. He 



had risen to the rank of First Sergeant over the last six years. He 
was now the platoon sergeant. The promotion meant higher pay and 
Dutch had enjoyed the extra green. But a cut on his paycheck would 
definitely be a setback to the new lifestyle that he enjoyed so 
much . 

Buck smiled, satisfied with himself. "Anyone else got something to 
say?" He challenged. 

No one said a word. Even Romeo was smart enough not to say 
anything . 

Buck's smile widened. "Good. Let's get to our pods then shall 
we?" 


Buck's men began loading up onto their pods. The Lieutenant turned 
his gaze back to Dare, who seemed rather amused. 

"You know," she smiled, "with the way you treat them, I'd say that 
I'm doing them a huge favor by taking your position." 

"Is that so? Because I seem to recall that your leadership antiques 
almost got us killed on more than one occasion last time." Buck 
countered . 

"Almost. Although it might not have been so bad if you actually _did 
_get killed. It'd certainly save me from seeing that clueless look on 
your face that you wear every so often." 

Buck grinned. "C'mon Veronica, we both know how sad and miserable 
your life would be if I wasn't in it." 

"Maybe your right." Dare returned the grin. "But I hope I don't find 
out anytime soon. Just don't do anything stupid like shoot Halsey or 
something like that." She stepped forward and gave Buck a quick, 
tender kiss on his cheek before heading over to her pod. 

Buck put his helmet on and began walking to his pod as well before a 
voice from behind stopped him. 

"Hey Gunny, you aren't actually going to cut my paycheck in half next 
month are you?" Dutch sounded concerned. 

"You stop coming up with those funny jokes of yours and maybe I'll 
reconsider." Buck replied cheerfully before lowering his visor and 
climbing into his pod. The door came down before the sergeant could 
say anything else. 

Dutch let out a long sigh. He knew that he didn't have time to think 
about it now. The mission he had ahead of him was enough for him to 
ponder over. He let his visor down and slowly climbed into his own 
pod and got settled. 

Romeo was complaining again. "What I don't get is why the UNSC don't 
just go ahead and call on those Spartan freaks to this shit. Why us?" 
He asked over the comms . 

"The Spartans only operate from the _Infinity, _and it's undergoing 
repairs right now from the fight in Requiem so there's no way they 
can handle a situation like this." Dare answered him. "You ODST ' s are 



the next best thing the UNSC have, so it's only natural they'd call 
on you for the job." 


"Great. We get to go out and bust our asses fighting the Covenant 
while those fools get to sit around gaping at they own balls. Aren't 
we just honored." Came the sarcastic remark from Romeo. 

"What's the matter Romeo? You scared?" Dutch taunted him. 

"Me?!" Romeo was incredulous. "Don't be a fool. You do realize that 

I-" . 

Whatever Romeo was going to say next was cut off by a transmission 
from Colonel Matthews. "Alright, ready up ladies. Two minutes until 
drop. I repeat, two minutes until drop so no more fucking around. 
Because If I get down there and I see someone who ain't ready to 
fight, I swear to god I'll put that son of a bitch down myself. 

Out . " 

"Amen." Dutch approved. 

"Alright, you heard the man. Cut the chit chat and take some final 
mental notes, because you definitely won't have any time to do it 
once we get down there." Buck ordered over the radio. 

The Rookie decided to run over the battle plan over his head once 
again. The ODST ' s from the other ships would drop first and set up a 
perimeter around the target ship. The operators from _Say my name 
_would drop last and actually board the vessel itself. From there, 
the Naval Intelligence specialist would guide them to Halsey. Once 
Halsey was in UNSC hands. Marines would insert via Pelicans and 
secure an extraction for all forces on the ground. 

Meanwhile, the ships of the task force would be stationed above 
providing fire support and fending off any possible airborne Covenant 
Vessels. The projected mission completion time ranged anywhere from 
thirty minutes to an hour. Speed and surprise would be the two key 
factors the ODST ' s would have to rely on. 

The Rookie sighed. The mission was a huge risk of course. It was 
mainly due to the fact that they would be laughably outnumbered by 
'Mdama's force. The success of the mission would rely on them pulling 
out before the Covenant could mass an effective counter attack. But 
The Rookie knew navigating inside an unfamiliar ship would take time; 
even with outside help. If they couldn't make it out in time and got 
pinned down, it would all be over. 

The Rookie wasn't too worried about it though. He was an ODST after 
all and failure wasn't an option for an ODST. He was determined to 
complete the mission. 

Suddenly, Matthews voice came back on over the comms . "This is it! 
Thirty seconds until drop!" 

"Alright troopers! Get strapped and hold on tight, we're about to go 
in!" Came Buck adding his input. 

Matthews had started a countdown. "Twenty seconds!" He called. 

The Rookie fastened his safety harness. 



"Ten seconds!" 


The visor went down. 

"Five seconds ! " 

The M7 ' s safety was switched off. 

"Alright! All systems green! Good luck people. I'll see you all in 
hell ! " 

That was the last transmission made before the pods began falling 
from _Say My Name. _ 

The mission had started. 


3. Introduction Part ITT 

The ground grew bigger as Mickey's pod approached the ruins of 
Madrigal. Below him, he could see the ODSTs from the other ships 
forming a perimeter around the target ship. A few of them were 
already engaging Covenant forces, though the resistance was fairly 
light as most of the enemy forces were gathered around the center of 
the ships. The ones fighting the shock troopers now were all coming 
out of surrounding ships docked on the outskirts of the camp. 

The pod hit the ground with a thud and the door flew out. Mickey 
quickly jumped onto the ground and grabbed his equipment from his 
pod. He had landed a few hundred meters away from the target. "No 
time to lose." He said aloud to himself and began running towards the 
assault carrier. Pods began impacting all around him as he bolted 
towards his platoon's rendezvous point; an area close by the ship 
they were entering. 

Buck and Dare were already there with The Rookie and other members of 
the platoon were quickly regrouping on them as Buck began issuing 
orders. "Romeo, I want you. Raptor, and Skinner to take up positions 
around the ship." Raptor and Skinner were two young corporals in 
their early twenties with exceptional sharpshooting abilities. Buck 
knew that snipers were more effective in open environments than in 
cramped quarters . 

"Have fun getting your butt kicked in there." Romeo smirked. "I'll be 
out here enjoying the view." Despite living in Madrigal for the first 
four years of his life, Romeo barely remembered anything about it. As 
a result, he wasn't emotionally attached to the planet at all. 

Buck decided it would be best to ignore Romeo and continued on. "The 
rest of you listen up. This here is Captain Dare. She's a Naval 
Intelligence officer and our new boss today. So for the duration of 
this mission, we'll be taking orders from her from here on out. Are 
we all on the same page?" Buck scanned the faces of his men and saw 
them nodding their heads. "Good. Let's move." 

A sudden eruption of gunfire spurred the operators into action. A 
substantial number of Covenant had poured out of the surrounding 
ships now and were exchanging fire with the other ODSTs. Both sides 
were taking casualties but the UNSC lines were holding. 



"Come on!" Dare called. "Everyone to the ship. Move it!" 


Buck and his men were sprinting in between gunfire towards the ship. 
The point of insertion was one of the hanger bays located close to 
the center of the ship. Once inside. Dare would contact the Naval 
Specialist Clay Arrington who would guide them to Halsey's location 
based on the information relayed by the drones. 

Buck spotted Colonel Matthews along with the rest of the ODSTs from 
_Say My Name _preparing to enter. "There's the Colonel!" he hollered. 
"Let's go help him!" The two groups joined up around the entry 
point . 

"Good to see you boys." Matthews greeted. "Let's get this over 
with . " 

The hangar bay gates had been left open by the Covenant so the ODST ' s 
easily found their way into the ship. Inside, they found the hangar 
to be empty except for the Phantom drop ships and Banshees lined up 
on the sides. Nothing was going on inside so far, but the sounds of 
the heavy fighting outside could still be heard clearly. 

Matthews turned to Dare. "Captain. Contact the geek and let him know 
we're in the hangar." 

Dare switched frequencies on her helmet communicator and called to 
Arrington. "Majestic Eagle this is Eirebird 6. We have successfully 
entered the ship and are in the hangar." 

Arrington's voice came in on the other end. "Solid Copy Eirebird 6, I 
have your position. There should be gravity lifts on the far side 
directly in front of you. Do you see it?" 

Dare looked up in front of her to see that there were indeed 10 
single gravity lifts lined up side by side on the other end. "Roger 
that I see them." 

"Ok. You will need to go up those first. Call in again once you have. 
I'll have more instructions for you then. Majestic Eagle out." 

Dare switched her frequency back and called out to the other 
operators. "Alright, we need to go up those gravity lifts all the way 
in the back . " 

Matthews came in next. "You heard her. Let's get a move on." 

The ODSTs began covering the distance to the lifts but before they 
could reach them, doors from each side of the hangar slid open in 
front of them and Covenant forces burst out without warning firing 
their weapons. Three ODSTs were quickly brought to the ground. 

"Get to cover!" Matthews hollered. "Get to cover now!" But before 
anyone could find cover, plasma grenades landed all around the shock 
troopers and detonated: sending bodies flying. Some of the ODSTs 
threw frag grenades back at the covenant and a few Grunts went down 
as well. Buck quickly emptied three of his clips and managed to cut 
down a Brute. Then, Dutch's Spartan laser opened up and a few more 
Brutes went down. Mickey had managed to claim a few kills for himself 
as well and Dare had beaten down a Jackal in hand to hand combat. 



Some of the Banshees lined up in the hangar were blown to bits as a 
result of the heavy fighting. 


The ODSTs had recovered from their initial surprise and were now 
shredding the enemy's numbers. Matthews took a large number of the 
operators and lead them in a charge directly into the Covenant forces 
with devastating effect. The Grunts were thrown to the side with ease 
and the Brutes also eventually went down under a hail of gunfire. The 
Covenant were losing their advantage and were being pushed back. They 
were able to inflict a few more UNSC casualties but they had already 
lost too many of their own to actually present themselves as a 
threat. The ODSTs took full advantage of the situation and cleaned 
out what remained of the ambush. 

Not a single ambusher was left standing. But ODST bodies were 
scattered around the hangar as well; some of them still moving. Buck 
turned to Dutch and asked for the status of the platoon. 

"Volcano, Renzo, and Nos are dead." Dutch reported. "Ozone and 
Grinder are in critical condition. I don't think Ozone's gonna make 
it. He's bleeding out pretty bad. Some of the other guys got knocked 
up a little but they'll get over it." 

Buck acknowledged Dutch with a short nod and closed his eyes for a 
second. He didn't like loosing men on the battlefield because he felt 
that they were his responsibility. He would only be able to blame 
himself if his men died. Then he would have to write letters back to 
their parents explaining how their sons were killed trying to follow 
his orders. Buck pushed the thoughts aside. He didn't have time to 
think about it . 

"We've wasted enough time on these fuckers." Matthews decided it was 
time to continue pushing on. He was sure that 'Mdama knew by now what 
they were doing and would do everything he could to stop them. The 
ODSTs would have to kick it into high gear for any chance at success. 
"We'll move faster with a smaller force," he continued. "Dare, 
Jennings, your boys are going up with me. The rest of you set up a 
foothold in this hangar and tend to the casualties until extraction 
arrives. Alright, let's go." 

Captain Rick Jennings was around the same age as Buck. He had also 
taken part in the Fall of Reach as well as the Battle for Earth. He 
ordered his men to follow Buck's platoon up the lifts. There were 
only going to be around seventy men moving up. If the force was 
larger, mobility would've become an issue. But the smaller numbers 
also meant that a big gunfight could not be afforded. 

The Rookie was one of the first people to go up. Once at the top, he 
found himself in a large hallway that seemed completely empty. It was 
dead silent. Two huge pillars stood at either side of the massive 
hall. The Rookie dropped to a crouch and moved up slowly and 
cautiously along the side of a wall. He knew that they could easily 
run into another ambush. 

More ODSTs came up and started to spread out along the wide hall as 
well. Mickey moved up alongside The Rookie. "What a party they got 
going up here. They should seriously think about turning it down a 
notch." He remarked sarcast ically . The Rookie paid no attention to 
his friend's comment and continued to scan the area up ahead. 



Once she came out of the lift. Dare informed Arrington of their 
position. The specialist came back with a newfound urgency in his 
voice. "Ok, keep going down the hall way for about a thousand meters. 
You'll find another lift on the right side. Once you go up, you'll 
find yourself in a narrow corridor. Keep moving forward and 
eventually you'll reach a massive room with a lift in the center. 

That lift will take you straight to the control room where Halsey is 
being held . " 

Arrington's voice dropped into a concerned tone. "But you're going to 
have to hurry. The whole ship is on full alert and they've got 
everyone looking for you. Our drones detect around two-hundred plus 
hostiles heading for the control room. You'll have to beat them 
there. Things are getting pretty messy outside too." 

"We'll be done before you know it." Dare reassured. 

"Best of luck Captain. Arrington out." 

Dare quickly relayed the information to the rest of the ODSTs. 
Matthews gave out immediate orders to move on to the second lift up 
ahead of them. The operators quickly moved down the hall but 
surprisingly with minimal noise. They were all trained to be light on 
their feet when the situation called for it. 

The first ODST reached the lift in less than a minute and was about 
to go up when suddenly. Needier rounds came flying out of nowhere and 
impacted the young soldier in the lower left side of his abdomen. He 
clutched his side and doubled over in pain falling to his knees. The 
rounds then exploded and he was left lying lifeless on the 
ground . 

"Contact!" Matthews hollered. "Cpen fire!" 

Mickey wasted no time into going prone on the ship's floor and 
unloading rounds towards the direction of the opposing gunfire. He 
could now make the forms of Grunts and Jackals in the distance 
advancing on their position. The Jackals were able to pick off a few 
more of the CDSTs from long range with their rifles and the soldiers 
were forced to give up ground. Mickey quickly tossed a frag grenade 
into the Covenant formation and it rolled into the middle of a squad 
of Grunts closest to the CDSTs. The grenade detonated and killed all 
five of them. 

Mickey's attack created a brief opening and Matthews decided to take 
advantage of it. "Come on boys! Everybody get into the lift. Leave 
the bodies. We're going to be overrun!" As soon as he finished the 
command, Matthews got up and made an almost suicidal dash for the 
lift with enemy gunfire coming straight at him. The rest of the CDSTs 
followed suite. Matthews made it into the lift without taking a 
single hit but others weren't so lucky. A number of them were cut 
down before they could even move a few meters. Mickey and The Rookie 
made it up next followed by Dare and a few others. Buck and Captain 
Jennings were a few steps behind them and were scrambling over and 
around dead bodies. Buck was able to get to the lift untouched but 
Jennings took a hard shot to his left shoulder before stumbling in 
behind Buck. 

Jennings was the last one to make it up. Two more CDSTs were gunned 
down and the Covenant were once again massing towards the entrance of 



the lift. A plasma grenade went off and blew away even more 
operators. Dutch and five of his squad mates were pinned down by 
enemy fire and forced to retreat back towards the hangar with the 
enemy forces closing in on them. Dutch realized the grave situation 
he was in. "Hey Gunny, there's too much heavy resistance. The rest of 
us aren't going to make it." He said solemnly over the helmet 
comms . 

"What are you talking about Dutch?" Came Buck's reply. "Just push 
through. Come on, you can make it." 

"No, we can't. They've already blocked off the exits and some of them 
are following you up the lifts. So watch your back. Get Halsey in 
custody for me won't you?" 

"I'm not doing anything until you get your ass up here Dutch. You 
hear me?" 

"That's a negative. It's too late for me. You've got to continue on 
with the mission. You and the Captain have my blessing for a bright 
future. Sorry Gunny, I tried my best. I really did." 

"No Dutch, you can do better than that. I know you can!" Buck's voice 
was starting to break. "Come on Dutch. Dutch?" There was no reply, 
only the sound of heavy gunfire that eventually faded off into the 
distance. "Dutch! Dutch! Goddammit! Dutch, come in." Another few 
seconds passed with no response. "Shit!" Buck sagged his shoulders in 
defeat . 

Dare came up and put a comforting hand on his back. "I'm so sorry 
Buck. He truly was a great man and a real soldier." 

"He was a great friend." Buck said quietly. "ODST until the very 
end . " 

A sudden volley of gunfire spurred Buck from his sorrow and back into 
action. Grunts were coming up the lift and discharging their 
ammunition into the ODSTs. The ODSTs closest to the lift fired into 
the lift and were able to kill the Grunts before they could land on 
the solid floor. But in the opening moments, the Grunts were also 
able to lessen the ODSTs already dwindling numbers before being 
killed . 

"We need to keep going," Matthews pushed. "They're gonna catch up to 


The shock troopers quickly moved through the narrow corridor and 
managed to get to the massive lounge without making any enemy 
contact. Going from the narrow hallway into the giant room felt like 
a mouse leaving its hole and going into a living room. The gravity 
lift in the center was huge as well. 

Matthews walked up to the base of it and turned around to face the 
rest of the ODSTs. He had lost nearly half of his fighting force but 
Matthews didn't care. His soldiers were the elite and he was 
confident they could still finish the job. "Ok, this is how we're 
gonna do this shit. We're gonna go up, ice any Covy who thinks they 
can stop us, and grab the prize." The rest of the operators nodded in 
agreement but Matthews wasn't done yet. "Oh yeah, one more thing. 

None of your dumbasses better be retarded enough to shoot Halsey. 



Because if you do, I will make you suck your own dick before lodging 
a bullet in your fucking brain. Is that clear?" More heads nodded. 
"Aight let's finish this quickly because I really want to get the 
hell outta this shitty ass boat." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Dutch and the five surviving members of his squad found 
themselves in full retreat back along the long hall they had come 
from. Dutch continued attempting to fire back at the enemy forces 
chasing them but could not stay still long enough to get off any 
decent shots with his Spartan Laser because they were gaining on him 
and his men too fast. He had heard Buck's calls from his helmet but 
was too concentrated on fighting to bother replying. Eventually, the 
ODST ' s had managed to pick up their pace and by the time they had 
fallen back to the first set of lifts, a small gap had been created 
between them and the Covenant. His squad mates collapsed on the floor 
completely exhausted but Dutch was able to remain upright. <p> 

"What do we do now Sarge?" Dutch's squad mate Rockstar asked. 

"Going back down to the hangar doesn't sound like a bad idea to me." 
Came another named Mole. 

"No, fuck that." Dutch rejected firmly. "We'd be leading those 
bastards straight to the others. They have wounded down there." 

"Not to mention Ozone and Grinder are there too." Rockstar 
reminded . 

"That is true." Mole mused. "Well, then we better get ready to go 
down fighting like real men because I doubt those Covies are gonna 
come in here with a bouquet of flowers and champagne." 

"Yeah I feel ya man." Agreed Rockstar. "Although I wouldn't mind a 
drink right now. It's only right that a man has a bottle of booze 
with him in his final moments." 

Suddenly the distant sounds of the Covenant began getting louder. 
"Shit." Dutch hissed under his breath. He observed his surroundings 
and noticed the two giant pillars in front of the lifts. The orders 
were given quickly. "Rockstar, Mole, your with me. We'll hold them 
off from this pillar." He said indicating the one closest to them. 
"Rico, Cesar, Bone, head to the other side and take a position on the 
other pillar. We'll split their fire." His men began moving to their 
spots." Dutch knew that this was it. It was going to be a fight until 
the finish. If he was going to die, he was going to take the Covies 
with him. 

**A/N: ** 

**Damn, this shit is finally done. After this, there is only going to 
be one more introductory chapter before this story finally gets going 
and the RWBY section finally comes into play. Sorry if the 
introduction is taking too long but I want to set up a detailed 
backstory before going into the actual plot itself because I plan for 
this to be a big story. A big shout out to everybody for reading. It 
is appreciated ;)** 



4. Final Introduction 


"Place the charge Captain." Colonel Matthews instructed Dare. 

Dare went up to the door of the control room and planted the 
explosive device. "Ready." She said calmly under breath. With a nod 
from Matthews, Dare shot the charge with her pistol and the door blew 
open . 

Halsey was sitting in a chair unmoving: her eyes staring dead ahead, 
cold and emotionless. The half a dozen elites guarding her were taken 
by surprise as the ODSTs rushed into the room guns blazing. One was 
killed by five grenades hitting it almost at once and three more went 
down when an ODST fired his rocket launcher at them. The two 
remaining ones went into cover. Halsey had gone prone onto the ground 
with both hands over her head. Colonel Matthews seized the 
opportunity and immediately dragged her from the ground and away from 
the elites. One of them broke from cover and began going after the 
Colonel. He drew out his sword and cut down several ODSTs in his way 
as he charged towards Matthews. The operators were all firing at the 
huge elite but its shields were holding. 

Mickey threw his last frag at the alien. It detonated and stopped it 
in its tracks for a short moment. Buck immediately followed up by 
charging the elite and tackling it to the ground. He brought up a 
fist to throw a punch but the elite caught his arm and threw him 
aside. Buck was sent sliding across the floor until his back impacted 
the wall. But as the elite was getting back up, the ODSTs began 
shooting at it again and the amount of firepower eventually overcame 
the shields and took the elite out. Just then the second one broke 
cover and starting unloading its needier rounds into the soldiers. 
Several of them were killed not even knowing what had happened to 
them. The second elite now also drew a sword and started to head 
towards Halsey and Matthews. Captain Jennings quickly picked up the 
sword from the first elite and aimed a thrust at the second one with 
his one good arm. The elite parried it easily and delivered a swift 
backhand cut that left Jennings in two. 

While the alien was distracted by fighting Jennings, The Rookie 
jumped onto its back and drove his knife into its unprotected neck. 
The elite was able to throw The Rookie off of his back but was left 
struggling for breath and desperately trying to reach back and pull 
the knife out. The ODST with the rocket launcher shot again and the 
projectile blew the lone elite back. Its body hit the wall hard and 
collapsed onto the floor. 

The Rookie walked up to the dead Covenant warrior and dislodged his 
knife. He cleaned it by tossing the blood off before sliding it back 
into its holster. Buck also got up and dusted himself off. "I'm 
really gonna feel that one later on." He groaned, rubbing his lower 
back . 

"You gonna be ok?" Dare asked. 

"More or less. I'll survive." Buck reassured. "We've got more 
important things to worry about." He said as he looked towards 
Halsey's direction. 

The doctor was eying the marines coolly. When she spoke, her voice 
was dead and monotonic. "I'm rather surprised they didn't tell you to 



kill me. 


"Slight change of plans Ma'am." Matthews replied simply. "We're just 
here to take you home." 

Halsey laughed cruelly at that. "And where exactly might that 
be?" 

"I think you have a good idea. Anyways, I would really love to chat 
but we just don't have the time right now. Captain Dare, initiate the 
extraction . " 


"Roger that." Came Dare's response. She walked up to one of the 
ship's control panels and put in a hard drive. Suddenly, a loud buzz 
could be heard all around the ship but it gradually grew softer in 
volume until all was completely silent. "Shields down." Dare 
reported, unplugging the drive containing the virus. Then she slid a 
transmitter across the floor into the center of the control 
room . 

"UNSC _Say My Name_ this is Colonel Matthews, the package is in hand 
and we are ready for extraction." 

"Copy that Colonel." Came Captain Evans from the other end of the 
line. "We've received the signal from your transmitter. At this time, 
we advise you to stay close to the walls. MAC rounds have been 
authorized over." 

"Understood sir." 


"Standby Colonel. Beginning phase two." 

Suddenly, a huge explosion tore through the roof of the ship with a 
resounding boom and a brilliant streak of light shined into the ship. 
The MAC round had done its job. A giant hole was left in the center 
of the ship's superstructure. 

"My ears." Mickey complained. 


A pelican equipped with a troop deployment pod came into view and 
hovered vertically over the Covenant ship. Then it slowly began to 
descend into the hole until it was even with the level of the control 
room. Two marines already inside lowered the ramp. 

"Alright, everyone on board." Matthews called out. "Get in or we 
leave your asses behind." 


Mickey and The Rookie escorted Halsey onto the Pelican first; the 
rest of the surviving ODSTs followed. Most of the bodies were left 
behind. But there was enough room that allowed for Jennings's men to 
bring aboard what remained of their captain. 


The scene was grim, especially for Buck. He and Jennings had similar 
backgrounds on the battlefield. Buck knew what happened to Jennings 
could have easily happened to himself. But the hardest hit for the 
veteran Lieutenant would be the loss of Dutch. Buck had known Dutch 
for a long time and trusted his judgment the most out of everyone in 
his platoon. Dutch was also one of his closest friends. The next few 
weeks would be tough. That was something that Buck knew for sure. As 
the Pelican began to fly back towards the _Say My Name, _Buck could 



only hope that it was all worth it. 


* * 


* 


><p>What Buck didn't know was that Dutch was still alive, although 
the situation wasn't looking great. The sergeant and his small squad 
of six troopers were in for the fight of their lives. Dutch could 
hear the approach of a massive number of Covenant forces closing in 
on his position. He could feel the sweat under his armor building up. 
He and his men were hopelessly outnumbered and the chance of them 
making it out alive was pretty much impossible. Despite all of that, 
Dutch was still determined to put up a good fight and go down 
fighting . <p> 

The ODSTs were set in two defensive positions behind two giant 
pillars in an effort to split the enemy's fire and increase their own 
chances . 

The first of the enemy force emerged from the distance and could be 
seen clearly now. Dutch decided it was time. "Open fire!" He 
hollered. Armor piercing rounds flew towards the Covenant force. 
Several Grunts in the front were cut down. Dutch opened up with his 
Spartan Laser as well. He aimed for the Brutes so his men could 
conserve their ammunition and focus on dwindling the 
odds . 

"Grenades!" Dutch hollered over the gunfire. The ODSTs threw the last 
of their frags into the mass of enemy soldiers. Explosions echoed 
throughout the entire hall as the grenades detonated. The Covenant 
advance was halted for a few brief seconds. But then they recovered 
and returned fire. The sheer amount of firepower being thrown at them 
forced the ODSTs to take cover. A carbine round fired by a jackal 
scored a headshot on one of the ODST ' s by the opposite 
pillar . 

"We've lost Rico!" One of the other ODST ' s reported. Then, a fuel rod 
round slammed directly into the pillar killing everyone there. Half 
of Dutch's men were gone. 

"God dammit, were in deep shit now." Came Dutch's squad mate 
Rockstar . 

"What do you mean by now? We've been in deep shit for the past hour." 
Retorted Mole. Corporal Warren "Mole" Thomas was essentially Dutch's 
wingman on the battlefield. He helped the sergeant enforce his orders 
and typically never left his side in battle. 

But Mole was now wounded. His left thigh had been hit by a plasma 
round and he found himself being unable to stand up. But worst of all 
was the fact that when he fell, he had fallen to the side of the 
protective structure of the pillar meaning he had left himself in the 
open. He was surprised he wasn't dead yet. 

Rockstar came over to his friend's aid. "Come on buddy, I gotcha." He 
said as he leaned out to pull Mole in. But as he finished dragging 
his friend from the open, a needier round tore through his shoulder 
causing Rockstar to stumble forward. By the time the ODST regained 
his footing, he found himself with no cover and it was already too 
late. Two more plasma rounds struck his lower abdomen and a carbine 
round went through his chest. Rockstar collapsed to the ground and 



remained motionless. 


"Shit Rockstar. Fucking shit." Mole threw his gun to the side in 
defeat. "Looks like this is it Sarge." 

Dutch, having run out of ammunition, now slumped down and sat against 
the pillar too as the Covenant slowly closed in on them for the final 
kill. He took off his helmet and put it to the side. "Well, we put up 
one hell of a fight. At least I won't die a pussy." 

"Hmph, you think they got Halsey though?" 

"They better have. Otherwise we'll die for nothing." The footsteps of 
the approaching Covenant became even louder. Dutch closed his eyes 
and waited for the end. 

Suddenly a huge explosion boomed throughout the entire hall. Dutch 
snapped his eyes open and looked around, startled to say the least. 
But all he saw was thick smoke all around him. He could however, hear 
the frantic sounds of the Covenant as they tried to communicate with 
each other. It was obvious something had attacked them but it was 
extremely difficult for Dutch to comprehend the specific details of 
what was going on. There was plenty of gunfire now and Dutch could 
hear bodies hitting the floor. 

"What the hell is going on Sarge?" Mole was freaking out. 

"I don't know, but stay low." Dutch replied briefly. He was still 
trying to see through the smoke. 

The fighting eventually died down and the gunfire ceased. Dutch and 
Mole peeked over the pillar to see what had happened. As the smoke 
cleared, Dutch realized that the entire Covenant force had been 
completely wiped out. In the middle of all the bodies stood a lone 
dark gray silhouette. The figure was extremely tall and its armor 
bore the distinctive features of the high-tech MJOLNIR armor. The 
numbers 006 were imprinted onto its left chest plate. 

"My GodaC 1 no way." Dutch uttered in disbelief. "That's a Spartan." 

His wingman Mole was too stunned to even blink. 

On the other end of the hall, a lone Brute got back up on its feet 
and charged the Spartan. The Spartan side stepped the Brute easily 
and drove a hard knee into the alien's gut. The Brute doubled over in 
pain as the Spartan picked it up and slammed it back onto the ground. 
The Spartan then crushed the Brute's skull with one foot and that was 
that . 

"Holy shit." Dutch couldn't believe how easy it all was for the 
Spartan. The super soldier looked up and saw the two ODST ' s . When he 
spoke, he was straight and to the point. "If either one of you wants 
to live, then I suggest you come with me." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Romeo looked up and saw the pelican containing Halsey take off 
back towards the UNSC ships. Since the start of the mission, the 
fighting outside had only intensified. Extraction had begun now and 
that meant that the amount of UNSC troops on the ground was 
decreasing by the minute. He knew that they were going to have to 



pull out fast or they would all be slaughtered . <p> 

Romeo called out to his fellow sharpshooters Raptor and Skinner over 
the comms . "Aight boys, find a ride to hitch on to. We gettin the 
hell off of this shithole. Any pelican marked with gray stripes are 
headed towards the _Say My Name. _I'll see you back up there. 

Out . " 

Romeo picked his sniper up and retreated away from the Covenant 
ships. Explosions and gunfire went off all around him as he scrambled 
for safety. He found a gray-marked pelican that had just landed and 
got on. The drop ship picked up a few more ODST ' s and then lifted off 
and hit the afterburners back towards _Say My Name._ 

The overall extraction had gone rather poorly. Around one third of 
the pelicans sent in had gone down in flames to enemy fire and a 
number of ODST ' s never even found a ride back. Many died fighting on 
the ground stranded. But Halsey was in UNSC hands once again. She now 
sat in the pelican quietly as it made its way back to the _Say My 
Name. _Colonel Matthews was keeping a close eye on her. 

"Enjoying the ride Ma'am?" Asked Matthews, trying to make 
conversation. "You know, it sure took a whole lot of trouble to get 
you. I hope you're worth it." 

Halsey looked at the ODST and smiled, but it was void of any real 
humor. "Trust me colonel, it's not over yet. 'Mdama is smarter than 
you give him credit for." 

Matthews was slightly amused. "Oh really? How so? That ugly little 
fucker is still down there trying to figure out what the hell 
happened while we'll be out of here in less than five minutes. I 
personally find it hard to believe how 'it's not over' when we 
clearly have the upper hand in every category right now." 

Halsey raised an eyebrow. "Your arrogance will lead to your downfall 
colonel. Did you really think "Mdama would leave his whole fleet 
docked on the ground? There's a second force still out there. 'Mdama 
specifically gave them orders to separate from the main fleet. When 
we first touched down on Madrigal, he put them on standby in a nearby 
galaxy all in preparation for a possible UNSC attack. You've all 
played right into his hands colonel. You'll be lucky to walk out with 
your lif e . " 

"I think you've underestimated us as well Doctor." Chuckled Matthews. 
"We knew there was a possibility for a few of those Covie ships to be 
up flying around. That's why we brought an entire task force with us 
for this operation. Nine heavy cruisers and two aircraft carriers. 
That's more than enough for anything that pussy can throw at 


"Quite the opposite." Halsey stated coldly. "We're hardly talking 
about a few ships here. The second force numbers around twenty-five 
vessels. You don't even stand a chance . " 

Matthews was starting to get a little concerned now. He slowly looked 
away from Halsey as he digested the information. He could tell 
everyone else was getting nervous too. "Captain Dare, I want you to 
contact Captain Evans. Alert him that there maybe a presence of a 
large Covenant Armada. Tell him that we need t-a€ 1 " Matthew's eyes 



widened as he trailed off. He could hear the explosions that were now 
going off in the distance. 

Halsey remained emotionless. "I think it's a little too late for that 
Colonel . " 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pxem>2 Minutes Earlier: <em> 

Captain Evans of the UNSC _Say My Name _was closely monitoring his 
holographic projector in the command room. He asked the ship's AI, 
Howard, for the status on the pelicans that were sent 
out . 

"Eighty-three have returned, forty-six have been destroyed, and 
fifty-two are still en-route." The AI reported. 

Evans nodded. "What about Halsey?" 

"They're about five minutes out." 

"Very good. Thank you Howard, you're dismissed for now." 

"Of course Captain." Howard flickered off and disappeared. 

Evans drew a deep breath and exhaled. "Well ladies and gentleman, I'd 
say we did pretty good. You've all done a hell of a job." He 
addressed his crew. Everybody in the command room began clapping and 
breathing sighs of relief. Evans went up and shook hands with 
Arrington, the intelligence officer who guided the ODST ' s through the 
Covenant ship. "None of this would've been achievable without your 
help. You should take a vacation after it's all over 
Clay . " 

Arrington chuckled a little. "I'm afraid it's back into the office 
for me Captain. I'm too busy of a man to be taking 
vacations . " 

"That's not a problem. A hard-working individual like yourself will 
find a promotion in no time, trust me." 

"Thank you sir, I appreciate it." The two men broke off the 
handshake. "I suppose I should go greet Halsey at the hangar." 
Arrington sounded rather reluctant. "Can't say I'm looking forward to 
escorting her back to ONI Headquarters." 

"You have my sympathy." Evans smiled. He understood why someone might 
be a little nervous around the notorious scientist. 

As Arrington walked off, a distant explosion rang out of nowhere. 
Evans was instantly alert and on edge. "Howard, report. What the hell 
is going on?" The entire atmosphere In the command room suddenly 
changed. No one was celebrating any more and everyone had their eyes 
peeled outside the windows trying to figure out what was 
happening . 

The AI came back on. "It seems some of our ships have been attacked. 
I'm picking up twenty-plus enemy ships approaching us." 



"Jesus Christ. Alright, all hands on deck. Battle stations people! 
Sound the alarm. Lieutenant, I ne-" The _Say My Name _took a direct 
hit and the whole ship shook like an earthquake. Evans was knocked 
off his feet and hit the ground. Hard. He struggled to his feet. A 
few more rounds from the Covenant ships impacted the _Say My Name. 
_The UNSC vessel was taking a beating. "Howard, what's the status on 
Halsey's pelican?" 

"Doctor Halsey has safely touched down in Hangar Bay 6. Thirty-eight 
additional drop ships have made it back. Fourteen more have been shot 
down. All Pelicans accounted for." 

"Ok, good. Now we just need to ge-" 

A transmission cut the Captain off. A marine's face was projected on 
the center hologram. There was heavy gunfire and smoke in the 
background. "This is Sgt . Jones from Hangar Bay 4. We are being 
boarded, over! They're coming in through the bay doors! We need to 
seal the hangar!" 

Another similar one came in from Hangar Bay 1. "They're everywhere, 
we're pulling back. We can't hold them off!" 

"Captain, Hangars 1, 3, 4, and 9 have all been breached." Howard 
informed Evans. "The Covenant are also using damaged sections of the 
ship to board. I recommend we jump into slip space immediately and 
deal with the intruders later. This ship cannot sustain much more 
damage . " 

"I couldn't agree more Howard. Lieutenant, get us outta here!" Evans 
commanded . 

But before any action could be taken, one of the doors to the command 
room was suddenly blown open. The closest person to the door was 
Naval Intelligence Officer Clay Arrington, who had been on his way to 
one of the hangars to meet up with Halsey prior to the unexpected 
events. He never stood a chance . Multiple plasma rounds impacted the 
officer and he fell over without making a single sound. 

A large number of Grunts and Jackals had now swarmed into the command 
room. Captain Evans drew his M6 pistol and began firing at the 
attackers. But it was futile. There was simply too many Covenant for 
him to effectively deal with. The remaining members of his crew were 
easy targets. They died without a fight. Three plasma rounds hit 
Evan's right ribcage and burned through his skin. Another carbine 
round tore through his left shoulder. The impact of the bullet made 
Evans spin to the left and he went down in pain. 

Not a single crew member was left standing. The command room had been 
massacred . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>The pelican landed with a thud. "We had to land in Bay 6." The 
pilot informed the passengers over the intercom. "Bay I's been 
overrun. The Covies are boarding the ship."<p> 

As soon as the ramp dropped, Lt . Colonel Matthews began dishing out 
orders. "Captain Dare, I want you to head over to Bay 4 and try to 
contain the intrusion. Any trooper that took orders from Captain 



Jennings, head to Bay 3. Marines, you're with me. We need to take Dr. 
Halsey to a safe location. Those damn Covies are here for her and we 
can't afford for them to get what they want. Let's move!" 

The soldiers sprang into action. Dare looked towards Buck. "Wanna 
lend a hand?" 

"My absolute pleasure." Came the reply. "Mickey, stay with the 
colonel and watch his back. The rest of you, with me." 

Mickey nodded. "Right." 

A pilot jumped into the Longsword interceptor that was stationed in 
the hangar. He pushed the afterburners to the max and the fighter 
shrieked out of the hangar at high speeds. Mickey knew it was 
probably going to be a one-way trip. 

Matthews went back inside the pelican and dragged Halsey out. "Come 
on Ma'am, we need to get a move on." He then tried contacting the 
command room. "Command, this is Matthews, Halsey is in safe hands. 
We're currently taking her to a holding cell in block G. We need to 
close off all the hangars do you copy?" Silence. Matthews tried 
again. "Command, this is Matthews. We need to close off all hangars, 
do you copy? Command. Come in Command." 

"You might as well give up Colonel. They're probably all dead." 

Halsey stated plainly. 

Matthews glared at Halsey through his VISR. "I don't remember asking 
for your opinion Doctor. Come on, lets go." The colonel began 
dragging Halsey once again and Mickey and the two marines followed 
them . 

But before they could move any further, the hangar was engulfed by 
gun fire. Matthews instinctively tackled Halsey to the ground and 
moved her behind a stack of metal crates. Mickey and the marines also 
dove for cover. Mickey managed to sneak a good peak and quickly 
realized what was going on. "Banshees!" He called out. 

Matthews stole a quick glance as well and confirmed what Mickey seen. 
Two banshees were hovering outside the hangar and laying down heavy 
suppressive fire. 

A marine from the other side of the hangar shot an RPG at one of the 
Banshees and hit it head on. A huge explosion was created as it went 
down in flames. But the second one reacted quickly and gunned down 
the marine before he could reload. The Banshee prepared to unload 
into the hangar once again but it got blown into smithereens before 
it could fire. A Longsword interceptor zoomed by seconds later. The 
hangar had become quiet once again as the soldiers inside began 
recovering from the attack. 

Mickey got up and dusted himself off. He reached Matthews over the 
helmet comms . "How were they not shot down by our anti aircraft 
systems Colonel?" 

"I don't know son." Matthews was equally confused as he got up. He 
knew the command room could pinpoint the exact location of any 
attacking enemy ship and direct the anti aircraft guns to that 
position. _Wait, the command room? _The same command room that hadn't 



responded to any of his radio transmissions? Sudden realization 
dawned on him that what Halsey had said before might actually be 
true. He relayed the revelation to Mickey. "I think Command's been 
overrun. No one is defending this ship from the outside." 

"Holy shit! Are you serious?" Mickey was dumbfounded. This was the 
last thing he expected to hear. "Well then, we're basically fucked 
aren't we?" 

"No, not yet. Remember, they're here for Halsey. Not even 'Mdama's 
dumbass is stupid enough to destroy this vessel as long as she's on 
board. If we can defend her long enough for somebody to go into the 
control room and put this piece of shit into slipspace, then we may 
still have a chance . " Matthews turned to look at Halsey who had just 
gotten up form the ground. "That's right Doctor, it seems you're our 
last hope of getting out of here alive. Ain't that ironic?" 

"Don't get your hopes up too high." Halsey deadpanned. "Take a look 
outside . " 

Matthews turned to look and saw a Phantom approaching the hangar. 
"Motherfucka, how many god damn Covenant ships to I have to see 
today!?" He then addressed Mickey. "Trooper, I'm leaving the doctor 
in your hands. Take her somewhere safe. Try contacting some of your 
squad mates too. See if any of them can get to the command room. I'll 
hold these ugly-ass bitches off." 

"Roger that sir. I'll be in touch." Complied Mickey. He walked over 
to Halsey. "If you would follow me please. Ma'am." 

As Mickey took Halsey and left the hangar, Matthews raised his voice 

so everyone in the hangar could hear him. "Aight boys, we got 
ourselves some uninvited guests. Let's make them regret ever showing 
they asses up in this bitch, houh?" 

"Hoorah ! " 

Mickey was taking Halsey through the ship at a fast pace. He knew the 

situation wasn't good. There was going to be around at least fifty 

enemy soldiers going into the hangar and Matthews only had a handful 
of marines with him to buy them time. Mickey knew he needed to get 
someone up to the command room fast. He radioed Buck through his 

VISR. "Hey Gunny, the Colonel thinks Command's been overrun, he wants 

you to send someone up there to check." 

A moment's silence, then Buck's voice came through. Heavy fighting 
could be heard in the background. "I can't do that Mickey, we're 

barely holding our own out here against these guys. I need all the 

manpower I can get, you're going to have to find someone else." Buck 
apologized. 

Mickey tried Romeo next He knew that the sharpshooter wasn't with 
Buck and thought that maybe the man had some free time on his hands. 
"Hey man, it's Mickey. Are you in any position to check the Command 
Room for me?" 

"What the fuck?" Romeo was incredulous. "Hell nah nigga. I've got at 
least half a dozen Brutes on my ass right now and I gotta lose 'em. 
Ask again in twenty minutes or something. That is, if I'm still 
alive . " 



_Shit . _The possibility that Mickey might have to go into the Command 
Room himself was increasing. But the call that came in from Matthews 
quickly dispelled that idea. 

"Hey trooper, we can't hold them off anymore, they're breaking 
through our lines. What is your status, over." 

Mickey knew he couldn't risk a trip to the Command Room now. As soon 
as the Covenant got Halsey, they were all done for. Mickey needed to 
find a place to hide the Doctor. He decided on the sleeping quarters 
since they were located relatively close to the center of the ship. 

He knew that the Covenant were attacking from the outside in. By 
placing Halsey in the middle, he would buy more time for the 
defenders of the ship as well as finding someone to go up into the 
Command Room. "I'm taking her to our sleeping quarters." He told 
Matthews . 

He tried to take a shortcut through a narrow hallway but saw a couple 
of Marines shooting at Grunts down the hall. Mickey hadn't realized 
the Covenant had moved so deep into the ship already. He quickly 
turned around to go back. He didn't get very far before he found 
himself facing an Elite. 

Mickey's heart sank. _Oh, Great. _ The elite was slowly advancing on 
them now. It drew an energy sword. Mickey began backing up. "Stay back 
Ma'am." He ordered Halsey as he raised his M7 . But then in a blur, 
another ODST jumped out of nowhere onto the Elite's back. "Get moving 
trooper!" Matthews yelled at Mickey. 

Mickey didn't need to be told twice. "Come on Ma'am, let's go!" He 
turned around to get away from the Elite only to be met with the 
Grunts he had seen earlier. He pushed Halsey to the ground and fired 
at the small alien soldiers. The grunts went down easy. Mickey 
quickly reloaded and turned around to help Halsey up. He turned 
around to see how Matthews was fairing. 

The Colonel had his left arm around the Elite in a tight choke. Using 
his right hand, he tore the Covenant warrior's helmet off with 
tremendous force and threw it onto the ground. The Elite tried to 
throw him off, but Matthew's grip was firm. He pulled his pistol out 
and shot the Elite twice in the head. The Sanghelli fell face down as 
Matthews jumped off his back. A Grunt was sneaking up behind his back 
but a quick burst from Mickey erased the threat. Matthews looked back 
at the Grunt then looked up at Mickey and nodded. "Gaaaahhhh!" 

An energy sword had gone straight through the powerful ODST ' s abdomen 
from behind. All Mickey could do was stare in shock. The Colonel 
continued gasping and struggling until he finally became limp and his 
head rolled to the side. His body was thrown to the side and the 
large figure of Jul 'Mdama was revealed. 

_Oh no. _He turned to Halsey. "We have to go Doc- aaaahhh ! " A searing 
pain shot through Mickey's chest as Halsey stabbed him with a sharp 
object. He fell forward but Halsey caught him He focused his eyes on 
the object in her hand. _An anesthetic needle? Where did she? _Then 
Mickey remembered. When they had first touched down in the hangar, 
Halsey had been left in the pelican for a few moments by herself. 

_She must of gotten it from the first aid kit. That sly 
bitch ! 



"Doctor, why?" Mickey choked. He could already feel himself begin to 
lose consciousness . 


"Your resistance is futile. I'm just making things easier for you." 
Halsey leaned closer to Mickey's ear. "I did appreciate your manners 
though. If it's of any comfort. I'll have you know that I would never 
betray John so easily." She whispered the last words so softly that 
Mickey had to strain his ears. Then he started getting dizzy and 
lightheaded and collapsed onto the floor. The last thing he saw was 
Halsey walking away with 'Mdama. After that, total darkness. 

**A/N: Don't worry guys. The first official chapter is coming out 
next and this story will finally get into the RWBY world.** 


5 . A Rude Awakening 

Ruby Rose sat up on her bed and stretched with a yawn. She looked 
around her room 

As usual, she was the first one up. The clock read five in the 
morning. Knowing that she would find it hard to sleep again, she 
jumped onto the floor and headed to the bathroom to brush her teeth 
and get changed. The second semester at Beacon was about to start and 
the fight at the docks seemed like years ago. Ruby wasn't exactly 
looking forward to classes though. She found them to be extremely 
uninteresting and quite boring; much to the annoyance of her partner 
Weiss. But on the upside, winter was almost over. Although she did 
enjoy some aspects of the cold, summer was still Ruby's favorite time 
of the year. 

Being one of the only ones up in the entire school at the moment and 
not having much to do. Ruby decided she'd go to a training room and 
practice with her beloved weapon. Crescent Rose. But as she came out 
of the bathroom, she saw a streak of light out of the corner of her 
eye in the distant sky. It hit the ground with a loud explosion and 
smoke could instantly be seen rising up. 

"What was that?" Weiss had been awakened by the disturbance. The 
heiress was instantly sitting up and staring outside the window. 

"I don't know." Ruby was just as baffled. "A meteor?" 

"No, you buffoon! Meteors don't make that much of an impact. That had 
to be something else." 

"What about a great big giant meteor with fire?" Ruby pressed her 
theory . 

"Actually, Weiss is right about this one. Due to the strength of our 
atmosphere, meteors melt into tiny little specks before they can 
reach our surface. Sand is the more common word used for them now." 
Ruby and Weiss both turned around to see Blake silently looking out 
the window as well. Neither one of them had noticed the Faunus wake 
up . 

"Hmph, of course I'm right." Weiss sniffed. "Anyways, we should tell 
the Headmaster about this." 



"Have fun." Blake yawned with disinterest. She went back under her 
covers and closed her eyes. 


"Are you seriously going to go back to sleep? ! " Weiss exclaimed in 
disbelief. "Alright Ruby, it looks like you and I are going to have 
to do. Ruby?" 

Ruby had her hand under her chin and was thinking hard about 
something. "What if it was _two _giant meteors with fire?" She mused 
aloud to herself. 

Weiss sighed in defeat. "I honestly don't even care anymore." She 
laid back down and pulled her blanket over her head. 

Ruby finally snapped out of her trance. "Did you guys say something?" 
She looked around at Blake and Weiss but they had both gone back to 
sleep already. "Oh, guess not." Ruby suddenly remembered her original 
plan to train. She quickly bounded for the locker room all thoughts 
about the mysterious object erased from her memory. 
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><p>Mickey's eyes snapped open and he sat up with a jolt.<p> 

"Whoa, take it easy there playa." 

Mickey turned to the direction of the voice to see Romeo sitting 
against a small rock next to him. His squad mate had his helmet laid 
on the ground next to him and was smoking a cigar. Mickey observed 
his surroundings. They were in a small clearing of some sort in the 
middle of a forest from what he could tell. There were a number of 
Pelicans grounded around the clearing. The sun was just beginning to 
come up and he could make out the dark silhouettes of other ODST ' s 
and Marines in the area. "Where are we?" He asked Romeo. 

"How the hell should I know? All I can say is you lucky I ran into 
you when I did. Otherwise, you'd still been on that damn boat when it 
blew. " 

"Wait, the _Say My Name _is gone?" 

"Yeah, into a million tiny-ass pieces." 

"How did we get _here _then?" 

"Well, someone must've gotten your message about the command room. 
Because before that shit went up in smokes, they threw the ship into 
a slipspace. A slipspace into the middle of fucking nowhere. 

Brilliant right?" 

Mickey started to get a headache. He put his hand on his forehead. 
"Shit man, this is a lot to take in. Last thing I remembera€ 1 Wait ! 

The Colonel!" He looked up at Romeo. The sharpshooter just shook his 
head. "What about Halsey? Is she here?" 

"Nah, 'Mdama probably got her back. We guessed that's why the 
Covenant left the ship. But damn, if we hadn't jumped, they would've 
shot our asses the fuck up. Better being stuck out here than being 
dead huh?" 



Mickey just nodded. He was still feeling a little dizzy and 
lightheaded. He decided to stand up and stretch it out. 

"Nice to see you're up sleeping beauty." Came a new voice. 

Mickey turned around to see Buck walking over to them. "Gunny! Nice 
to see you made it." Mickey called cheerfully. 

"What made you think I wasn't going to?" Buck grinned. But the grin 
quickly faded when Romeo answered. 

"Probably because you're gettin a little old." 

Buck turned to Romeo and indicated his cigar. "Isn't that bad for 
your lungs? Or just _lung_, in your case?" 

"Tsch, how long do you even expect us to last out here Gunny, 
tobacco's probably the least of my concerns right now." Romeo 
countered as he took another puff. 

"Well, that's just too bad. I need you at 100%, even though that 
probably still isn't much." Buck said as he took the cigar from 
Romeo's mouth and threw it into the horizon. 

"Hey, I wasn't done with that!" Romeo protested. 

Buck simply ignored his sniper. He turned to Mickey instead. "So what 
exactly happened with you?" 

Mickey told Buck the whole story. From how the hangar had been 
attacked all the way until how Colonel Matthews had been killed by 
Jul 'Mdama himself. He also told him about how Halsey had 
tranquilized him at the last second. 

Buck just shook his head after Mickey finished his story. "We 
should've known Halsey might try something like this." He muttered. 

"I never trusted her, that's for sure." 

"But I do, actually." Mickey said. Buck and Romeo both looked at him 
in surprise. "I know it sounds stupid if not insane, but before I 
lost consciousness , she said a few things to me. I don't think she's 
the traitor everyone thinks she is. I think she's still on our 
side . " 

"And I think she injected you with retardation." Romeo snorted with 
contempt. "Do you hear the shit that's comin out yo mouth right now? 
Nigga, you feelin aight?" 

"Both of my lungs are intact, if that's what you're asking." 

Romeo put a hand out. "How many fingers am I holding up?" 

Buck decided to interrupt the argument. "Ok, we don't have time for 
this, we need to get to The Rookie. 

"What do you mean?" Mickey was really getting confused now. "What 
happened to J.D?" 


Buck took a small breath. "He's not with us right now. 



"Not with us? Where is he then?" 


"Ok, you see that stack of smoke coming from the trees over there?" 
Buck pointed to a distant spot in the forest. 

Mickey squinted his eyes towards the direction Buck was pointing. It 
was still relatively dark outside but he could make out the steady 
column of smoke that was rising up. "Yeah, I see it." 

"Well, that was caused by a drop pod; most likely The Rookie's. It 
landed around thirty minutes ago. Now since we are in unknown 
territory, I'd prefer to have my most trusted guys with me on this 
one. Me, you, and Romeo will go pick The Rookie up. Captain Dare will 
stay here and reorganize. I've already placed a tracker on one of the 
Pelicans here so we should be able to find our way back pretty 
easily . " 

"What do you mean by 'most likely'? Just how much did I even miss?" 
Mickey was starting to get frustrated. 

"I'll fill you in as we go." Buck promised. "Saddle up boys, we got 
work to do . " 

_**1 Hour Later: **_ 

The ODST ' s walked up to the dead body of the creature. Buck knelt 
down to examine the corpse while Mickey and Romeo stood to the 
side . 

"What the hell is that thing Gunny?" Mickey asked. 

"I don't know." Buck responded. "It kind of looks like a species of 
bear. Or an overweight Brute. Either way, it's dead now." The 
lieutenant inspected the bullet wound in its neck. "Nice shot by the 
way, Romeo." 

"It honestly was too easy." Romeo snorted. "That fucker came running 
at us from a mile away. Even a blind person would've seen it." 

"The thing was pretty dumb." Mickey agreed. "Maybe if it didn't try 
to come at us head on, it'd have a better chance . " 

"It's interesting though." Buck mused thoughtfully. "Bears usually 
try to stay away from people. But if I didn't know any better, I'd 
say this one was trying to kill us." 

"Why the hell are we still talking about the dumbass bear?" Romeo cut 
in. "Shouldn't we go save The Rookie?" 

"I can't believe I'm saying this, but you're actually right for once 
Romeo." Buck got up from the ground. "Come on, let's keep moving. 
We're almost there." 

Buck was right. It didn't take any more than fifteen minutes for the 
ODST ' s to reach the crash site. The pod had created a small crater in 
the forest floor. The door had already been blown out and the 
weaponry had all been taken. Whoever was in the pod had armed 
themselves to the teeth and scouted ahead. 


"Looks like he left already." Mickey observed. 



"Then he's probably a goner." Romeo stated flatly. 

"Can it." Buck ordered. 

"Just sayin." 

"Yeah, well when I want your opinion I'll ask for it. But for now, 
let's see if he left a trail for us to pick up." Buck knew the 
situation was pretty bad. The comm links had all gone down so there 
was no way to communicate with anyone who wasn't in earshot. Most of 
the VISR systems had gone haywire so they had no Intel on any of 
their surroundings. The only things that still worked were the night 
vision, the basic HUD, and the trackers. Needless to say, trying to 
find a person would be extremely difficult. But Buck knew they had to 
try . 

But before the search could begin, dark silhouettes appeared from the 
tree line and surrounded the ODST ' s . "VPD ! Put your weapons down!" 
Came a voice on loudspeaker 

"What the hell? Who the fuck are these shitheads?" Romeo exclaimed. 
The ODST ' s instantly put their backs against each other and pointed 
their guns at the newcomers. Romeo zoomed in on his scope to get a 
better view of the perpetrators. He took a small step back in 
surprise . 

"They ' rea€ 1 . .humans?" Mickey had noticed too. "There's no UNSC colony 
out here. What's going on?" 

Buck was scanning their surroundings frantically. Seeing people on 
this planet was the last thing he expected. The ones here were 
obviously some kind of law enforcement judging by their uniforms. 

Buck knew he had to diffuse the standoff. He silently whispered to 
his squad mates. "I got eleven guys, semi-automatic pistols. Probably 
police of some sort. Hold your ground but don't make threats, let me 
do the talking." 

The voice on loudspeaker spoke again. "Identify yourselves!" 

"We're The Three Musketeers, fuck off!" Romeo shouted sarcast ically . 
This earned him a small shove by Buck. 

"What the hell did I just say?" He hissed. "Let me do the talking!" 
Buck then raised his voice to address the officers. "We mean you no 
harm." He reassured. "We're just trying to find someone. We'll be on 
our way as soon as we find him. I promise." 

"That's a negative." Came the loudspeaker once again. "Drop your 
weapons now or we will shoot you." 

"We can't do that officer. But there's no need for unnecessary 
violence. I assure you we are not a threat to you." 

"You have ten seconds to comply." Came the 
voice . 

"Ten" 


"Nine 



"Eight " 


"Well boys, it looks like we're gonna have to shoot our way out." 

Buck sighed reluctantly. 

"Good." Romeo smirked. "These guys were starting to get on my nerves 
anyways . " 

But before anything could happen, a black arrow flew out of the trees 
and landed directly in front of Buck. Buck was only able to take a 
quick glance at it before smoke suddenly began to spray out from the 
tip. It quickly filled the air all around the ODST ' s . 

"Damn it, I can't see anything." Romeo spat. "I can't hear anything 
either. I can'ta€l . I can'ta€l .what thea€ 1 ." Romeo slouched forward 
and fell face down. 

"Shit, it's sleeper gas." Buck coughed as he lost his footing and 
collapsed on the ground seconds after Romeo. 

"Awwwwwww, not again." Mickey complained as he fainted for the second 
time . 
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><p>Yang Xiao Long walked into the cafeteria and sat down with her 
teammates. "Hey guys! What's poppin?"<p> 

Weiss raised an eyebrow. "Of course you're the last one here." 

Yang shrugged. "Hey, a girl's gotta get her sleep right? Oh darn! Did 
they stop serving breakfast already?" 

Blake threw a brown bag on the table in front of Yang. "I got some 
for you before they ran out." She said simply. 

"Ohmygod Blakey, you're the best!" Yang beamed as she started to help 
herself to the biscuits. 

Blake just rolled her eyes and went back to the book she was 
reading . 

"Well, there's only a few days left before classes start back up." 
Ruby reminded. "So I say we make the best out of our remaining days 
of break and have more fun than all the fun in the world!" 

"Sounds good to me!" Yang readily agreed with her mouth still filled 
with food. 

"Close your mouth!" Weiss chastised "Nobody wants to see 
that . " 

"Sorry." Yang apologized meekly. "What did you have in mind little 
sis?" 

"Skiing!" Ruby said enthusiastically. "They have that new resort that 
just opened last week! It's only a couple hours away from the city. 

We can go earlier in the day and come back later at night. It'll be 
AWESOME ! " 



"Ooooo." Yang cringed slightly. "Sorry sis, but I'm supposed to meet 
up with a couple of my friends at the mall later today. I 
can ' t . " 

"Oh." Was all Ruby could say. "What about you guys?" She asked Blake 
and Weiss. 

"I'm going home to visit my parents today. I'll be staying the night 
but I should be back by tomorrow afternoon." Weiss replied at length 
"Can't say I'm looking forward to seeing my father though." 

"You're leaving?" Ruby whined. 

"Ruby, I told you all this like a week ago, remember?" 

Ruby thought back a little, then she remembered. Weiss had indeed 
mentioned a trip back home some time ago. "What about you 
Blake? " 

"I'm supposed to meet up with Sun in the evening." Blake said 
halfheartedly. She was still trying to concentrate on her book. 

"Oh yeah?" Yang was getting interested. "What are you guys gonna 
do?" 

"Not much." 

"Hmmmmm, very secretive." Yang crooned. "You're gonna sleep with him 
aren't you Blakey?" 

"What?" Came the startled response by Blake. "N-no, n-nothing like 
that." Blake could feel her cheeks getting hot. "We're just going to 
go ice-skating. And maybe have dinner after. That's all." 

"Awwwww, that's so cute!" Yang giggled. Blake blushed even harder; 
which made it just that much more enjoyable for Yang. 

"Things are getting pretty intimate between you two aren't they?" 
Weiss agreed. 

Blake gave a small smile despite herself. "I don't know, we'll just 
have to see." 

"Well, I'm happy for you Blake." Yang patted her partner on the 
shoulder with a big smile. But the smile faded a little when she saw 
Ruby's crestfallen face. "Hey, cheer up Ruby! We can still go skiing 
It's not like school starts tomorrow or anything." 

"Yeah, I guess so. It's just that we're supposed to be a team but 
right now, we're all going our separate ways. I just thought we 
should all do something together." 

"We still have a few days, it'll be fine sis, really." Yang smiled 
again . 

"Yeah, you're right." Ruby brightened up again. "And I'm excited for 
you too Blake. Sun seems like a nice guy." 

"Thanks Ruby, I really appreciat-" Blake trailed off when her eyes 



caught the T.V. 


"What, what is it?" Weiss turned her head to the direction of the 
television. The news was on. It took a few seconds, but Weiss 
eventually caught on. "Oh." 

"a€l ..police have not yet been able to identify the object, but it 
appears to resemble some sort of single-manned ship. Sources say it 
crashed around five this morning. No extraterrestrial life has been 
sited thus far but the search is still ongoing. If you see anything 
out of the ordinary then contact the Vale Police Department right 
away. That concludes your morning news. Back to you Lisa." 

"Was thata€ 1 .what I think it was?" Blake couldn't believe her eyes. 
Weiss could only continue staring at the screen. She was at a loss 
for words . 

"What was that all about?" Ruby was confused. 

"Really? We literally witnessed the whole thing this morning Ruby." 
Somehow, Ruby's ignorance had allowed Weiss to find her voice 
again . 

"Oh, you mean the meteors?" 

Weiss face palmed. " Yeaha€ 1 . . sure . " 

"Wait, what happened?" Yang inquired. "I don't remember 
anything . " 

"You slept through it." Blake deadpanned. 

"Really?" Yang scratched the back of her head. "I wonder who was 
insidea€ 1 " 


6. Things are About to Change 

Buck slowly opened his eyes, but quickly closed them again as the 
sudden light gave him a massive headache. He put a hand up to his 
forehead. It was obvious that the effects of the anisthetic hadn't 
completely worn off yet. He tried opening his eyes again. He was 
forced to shut them once more but was able to keep them open a little 
longer this time. Buck continued blinking until his eyes were finally 
able to adjust. He slowly stretched his neck from side to side. It 
was then that he noticed he was sitting on the floor of a jail cell. 
"Oh, that's just perfect." He sarcast ically muttered aloud. 

"Yeah, life's a bitch, ain't it?" Came an all too familiar 
voice . 

"You enjoying the view from up there Romeo?" Buck turned to his 
squadmate who had helped himself up to one of the benches in the 
cell. He was leaning on it with one leg hanging off. 

"Oh yeah, I can see everything from here." Romeo matched Buck's 
sarcasm. "The dirty-ass floors, the molded walls, the toilets that 
probably haven't been cleaned since they built this place. As far as 
I can tell, we're at the fucking Hilton. They even took the liberty 
of looking after our stuff for us. Took everything except our armor. 



Guess that shit was too complicated for 'em. They let J.D over there 
keep his helmet though. Why? I have no fucking clue." 

"J.D? He's here? ! " 

"Yeah, he was already here when I woke up, guess he was the first one 

to get caught." Romeo indicated the other side of the cell. Buck 

turned his head in that direction and sure enough, there was The 
Rookie, sitting up against the wall. He tipped his head in a '_Whats 
up' _fashion to Buck. 

"Yeah, that's right." Romeo went on in monotone. "We found him Gunny. 

Mission accomplished . Now we can all rot in here together." 

"Awwww, my head." Mickey moaned. He had just awakened for the second 
time that day from being medically put down. 

"Aye, look who decided to wake up. The royal princess herself." Romeo 
snorted . 

"I'm taking that as a compliment." Mickey grunted with some effort as 
he slowly pulled himself up to sit. He noticed The Rookie sitting 
next to him and jerked back in surprise. "J.D? Holy shit, you made it 
man!" The Rookie nodded. 

"Yeah, he made ita€ 1 . into a cell block, that is." Romeo deadpanned. 
"This just some more of that grade A bullshit. My first assignment 
back in the field and I get to spend it behind bars on some random 
planet with you motherfuckers." 

Mickey raised an eyebrow. "Wow, thanks." He feined gratitude. Turning 
back to The Rookie, he noticed his friend still had his helmet on. 
"Wait a minute, how do you still have that?" He asked out of 
curiosity . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p><em>Flashback : <em> 

Officer: "Sir, I'm going to have to take your helmet." 

Rookie: (Stares down threateningly at officer) 

Officer: (Fearfully) "You know what? Heh heh . You can keep it 

actually . " 
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><pXem>Present ly : <em> 

The Rookie shrugged. 

"They probably found out how ugly he was and forced him to put it 
back on." Romeo smirked. The Rookie took an empty soda can that was 
on the ground next to him and threw it at Romeo. Romeo saw it coming 
and casually knocked it out of the way. "Hey come on J.D, don't get 
offended. No matter how ugly you are you're still prettier than old 
Gunny over here. Yeeaa, I think I can see some streaks of white hair 
already on the old man heh heh." 



Buck sighed. _I don't have any gray hair._ "Is this what I get for 
leading you guys through hell? Maybe by the time we make it out of 
here, you'll realize how young I actually still am." 

"And just when do you suppose that will be?" Romeo challenged. "We're 
probably gonna be stuck out here for a while. And by 'a while' I mean 
until we die most likely. But hey, we can tell Dutch all about it 
when we reunite in the afterlife." It was a sarcastic comment, but 
Romeo actually felt somewhat lost and empty. It was as if he had lost 
a part of himself. Him and Dutch had had each other's backs since day 
one. With his death being so unexpected and with how fast things had 
been moving along recently, Romeo wasn't really sure on how he should 
process everything. 

"Dutcha€lhe would've gotten a kick outta this." Mickey said solemnly. 
He shared Romeo's feelings. 

"He died with a weapon in his hand fighting for humanity." Buck 
stated firmly. "You can't ask for much else as an ODST." Buck felt 
the same way as well, but he also knew grieving about it at a time 
like this wouldn't help. They were in a pretty bad spot, and he'd 
need to think of a way out quick." 

"Yeah, I guess that's how he would've liked it anways . " Mickey 
agreed . 

"This whole operation was just fucked up." Romeo reflected. "Dutch's 
gone, the Colonel's gone, hell, we even lost Halsey. Again. And now I 
gotta share a jail cell with three other guys. Even Perry Ellis over 
there gets to have his own personal space." Romeo pointed backwards 
with his thumb to the cell that was right next to theirs. A single 
bearded-man that looked to be in his forties sat by himself; eyes 
cast downwards. He was wearing a white button-up accompanied by a 
black vest and a red tie. 

An officer that happened to be walking by overheard Romeo. "That's 
not just your average joe." He informed the ODST ' s . "His name's Hei 
Xiong. He's pretty well connected in the crime world. Likes to run 
supplies and do the dirty work for some of the higher-ups around 
here. We arrested him for public disturbance when he somehow started 
a fire at his own club." The officer then directed his attention to 
the man, "Don't get too comfortable Junior, you'll be moving out to 
the big house tommarow. We'll see how you like being the prison 
bitch!" The officer laughed loudly as he walked off. 

Romeo turned around to look at the man, who at this point hadn't even 
reacted to anything the officer said moments ago. "Started a fire at 
your own club huh? You're dumb as fuck." 

The man's eyes suddenly darted up to glare at Romeo. "I didn't start 
nothin, " he grunted. "But you better feel sorry for the bitch who did 
when I get my hands on her." 

"A woman coming into your life and fucking your shit up. I know what 
that's like all too well." Chuckled Romeo. "Women these days, nothin 
but trouble." 

Junior nodded in agreement. "Ain't that the truth." 


Romeo turned back to his squadmates. "You see that boys, another man 



in the struggle." 


"Give it a rest Romeo." Buck snorted. "We all know you've never been 
in a real relationship before." 

"I don't need one." Romeo replied as-a-matter-of-f act ly . "Trust me, 
the last thing I want in my life right now is some ONI agent 
breathing down my neck telling me what to do 24/7." 

"Oh damn." Mickey grinned. "He got you there Gunny." The Rookie 
meawhile, just watched the exchange with mild amusement. 

"Hey, I actually have a standing relationship that's lasted years, 
not just a bunch of one-night stands with cheap-girls you'll probably 
never see again." Buck retorted. 

"Quantity over quality Gunny." Romeo lectured. "You always gotta take 
quantity over quality." 

Buck shook his head. "You really are a piece of work Romeo." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"Weiss, do you really need to pack <em>that <em>much for a 
one-day trip?" Ruby was looking at her teammate's luggage with 
skepticism. Weiss had stacked at least twenty breifcases onto one 
small cart. Her servants were heaving with effort to move it out of 
their dorm room. 

"Ugh, be quiet. What do you know about packing?" Huffed Weiss with 
both hands on her hips rolled into fists. 

Ruby rolled her eyes. "Just saying, it looks like an 
overkill . " 

"Yeah? Well, Blake thinks it's fine. Don't you Blake?" 

Blake was sitting on her bed reading a book. She didn't even glance 
up. "It's fine." She mumbled. Truth be told, the faunus girl had no 
idea what Weiss even asked. She was too focused on reading to care. 
She simply heard a question and answered it. 

"See?" Weiss went on. "Two against one, your opinion is 
invalid . " 

Ruby shrugged helplessly. "Ok, whatever. Good luck with your visit 
then ! " 

Weiss's shoulders sagged slightly. "I'm going to have to need a 
little more than luck." The heiress sighed. She glanced at the clock. 
"Well, I suppose I should get going then. I'll catch you guys later." 
Weiss turned around and headed for the door. 

"Bye Weiss!" Ruby and Blake called as their friend exited the room. 
Ruby plopped down on Weiss's bed with a sigh. It was already 
mid-afternoon. Her partner had left. Her sister had gone to meet up 
with her friends earlier on. Blake would be heading out to meet up 
with Sun in a couple of hours, which left Ruby with very little to 
do. On top of that, the start of the second semester was drawing 
nearer with each day and just thinking about it filled Ruby with 



dread. Blake glanced sideways at Ruby and noticed the long expression 
on her face. "What's the matter?" She asked, the concern evident in 
her voice. 

Ruby let out another long sigh. "Blake, I don't know what I should 
do. I'm so bored! As soon as you leave, I'm going to be stuck here 
all by myself ! " 

"You could always join me tonight if you want to. It'll be no 
problem." Blake offered. She didn't like to see Ruby in such a state. 
The young leader of team RWBY was usually so cheerful and 
energetic . 

"What? No way!" Ruby quickly shot the idea down. "I'm not going to 
third-wheel on your date, Blake!" Despite being bored out of her 
mind, making others sacrifice their own time for her was something 
Ruby would never accept . 

" No, no. It'll be oka-" Blake got no further, because at that 
moment, Juane burst into the dorm. 

"Hell-o ladies. Juane Arc is in the house." He boomed mightily as he 
puffed his chest out and flexed his arms. 

"Your pants are un-zipped." Blake pointed out bluntly as she shielded 
her eyes. 

"Wha-? Oh, no! Uh, hold on, let me just-. Crap!" As he struggled with 
the zipper, Juane tripped over his own feet and fell to the 
floor . 

Ruby grimaced as Juane made impact with the ground. "Uha€l Juane? Are 
you ok?" 

Juane got up slowly. "My back." He complained as he stood up. 

Ruby cocked her head to the side. "What are you doing here 
Juane? " 

"Oh, right!" Juane straightened up immediately completely forgeting 
about his 'injury'. "I passed by Weiss a few minutes ago in the 
hallway and we talked a little. Me and my team are about to go to 
that new ski resort they just opened and we're staying the night." He 
explained. "Weiss told me that you were talking about it too earlier 
during breakfast so I thought you might want to come with us." 

"You said you needed something to do." Blake encouraged Ruby. 

"Yeah, wellaOl" Ruby hesitated. "Juane, I'm really happy and grateful 
that you invited me and all. Buta€ 1 I meana€ 1 the whole reason I came 
up with that idea was because I wanted my team to all do something 
together. It wouldn't be the same for me if they weren't all there. 

So I think I'll have to hold out on your offer. Sorry, I hope you 
don't take it the wrong way." 

"No, not at all!" Juane waved off with a smile. "I don't mind. 
Actually, I would've probably said the same thing if I were you, heh 
heh heh . " 


"Really?" Ruby smiled back. "Thanks for understanding Juane." 



"Yeah, well, that's me. Understanding. Dashing. Cute. And strong!" 
Juane boasted. 

It was then that Nora bounded into the room. "Juane! Come on! We 
don't have all day, you know! Pull yourself together team leader!" 
Nora yelled as she continued jumping up and down. 

"Oh, yeah, I'm coming!" Juane cowered. "Just please don't hurt 


"Then get a move on! If you're not gonna use your legs and start 
walking then I'll break them!." Nora smirked evily. 

"No! Please don't! I'm leaving now! See? See?" Juane whined as he 
scurried out the dorm. "That's more like it team leader! Woo Hoo ! 
We're gonna go skiing!" Nora sang as she excitedly bounced after 
Juane . 

Ruby giggled to herself. "So much for being strong and 
dashing . " 

"Ruby." Blake put her book down and swung her legs to the floor so 
that she was sitting upright and facing her friend. "You've been 
telling me about this resort ever since they opened. That was a 
golden opportunity for you. Why didn't you take it?" 

Ruby took a long breath. "Because I want us to go as a team Blake. 
Sure, it'd be fun going with Juane and all them. But like I said, I'd 
much rather have all of you up there with me. I honestly don't care 
if I have to wait another year. As long as we're up there together, 
it'll be worth it." 

"That's really selfless of you." Blake was genuienly touched by her 
leader's sincerity. "You know, Yang's lucky to have you for a sister 
Ruby. It's hard to find someone with so much loyalty nowadays." 
Blake's eyes began growing distant as she finished her sentence as if 
she was reminiscing about something. 

"Uma€ 1 Blake? " Ruby waved her hand a few times in an attempt to draw 
Blake from her trance. 

Blake blinked a few times as she brought herself back to the present. 
"Oh, sorry." She apologized. "Got a little lost in thought there. 
Well, I have to go get ready for later tonight, you sure you don't 
want to come?" 

"Nah, I'll be fine." Ruby reassured. "You go have fun tonight. I'll 
find something to do." 

"Alright, if you're sure." 

"Yeah, I'm sure. And Blake?" 

"Yeah?" 


"Thanks . " 



><p>The door slid open and Weiss walked out of the SDC airship. They 
had landed at her family's private airstrip. In front of her towered 
a giant gate that marked the the entrance to the massive property 
they owned. There was only one road behind the gate that went 
straight towards the fifteen-thousand square feet mansion. Trees 
covered all of the surrounding area making it impossible for an 
outsider to see anything inside. Weiss's luggage had been unloaded 
and placed in a cargo truck while her personal vehicle waited for her 
outside the gate.<p> 

The vehicle was a Diamond Reaper, a top of the line four-door that 
defined the luxury vehicle in Remnant. Diamond's chairman was a man 
who went by the name of Damian Yeager. Yeager and Weiss's father had 
close ties and Yeager had recently given the Schnees a whole fleet of 
Diamond's newest models as a gift. 

As Weiss walked up to the car, her personal driver opened the back 
door for her. "Nice to have you back Madame." He bowed. The man had a 
fadora on and a small curly mustache. 

"How are you George?" Weiss greeted with a smile. As she got in the 
car, the gate opened and they began driving to the 
mansion . 

"School's going good, yes?" George asked from the driver's seat. 

(A/N: George speaks in a french-like accent . ) 

"It's wonderful, I think your son would like it there actually." 

Weiss suggested. 

"My son?" George chuckled. "No good madame . My son was accepted by 
Harvale Law School. He goes next year. He says he wants to be lawyer 
like Taivas Lark." Taivas Lark was a well-known and respected Lawyer 
around Vale. It wasn't any surprise to Weiss that someone would want 
to be like him. Lark had never lost a case for five years straight; a 
feat only achieved by two other people, both of which had retired 
around thirty years ago. His son Sky, was a student attending Beacon. 
Weiss didn't know him well, but she'd seen him around in the hallways 
from time to time. 

"That's great to hear! Tell him I said congradulat ions . " Weiss said 
enthusiastically. 

"Of course." George grinned broadly. "You know, you have changed 
Madame. You seem happier than last time I see you." 

"I am George, thank you." The car ride fell into a comfortable 
silence after that. Weiss was only hoping that the visit would go 
well. She really didn't know what to expect from her father. She 
didn't even know if her father knew she was coming back. After all, 
it was her mother who had insisted on her coming home. 

"We're here Madame." George called as the car slowed to a stop. He 
got out and opened the door for Weiss. As soon as she stepped out, 
she was looking for her father's car, the Weissman SD-6, a two-door 
supercar. She breathed a sigh of relief when she saw it wasn't there 
yet. _We ' re off to a good start, _she thought to herself. 


Weissman was a high-end car company that was founded by Weiss's own 
mother, Elsa Schnee. Prior to her current occupation as the Vice 



President of the SDC, her mother had been a successful businesswomen. 
She had named the company after her own daughter. But when the 
situation with the White Fang intensified, she sold the company to 
another automotive company WMB, so that she could take a more active 
role in the SDC. The SD-6 was one of the last models made by Weissman 
before the company was sold and Weiss's father had been driving one 
ever since. 

Now as Weiss walked up to her house, the front door opened and her 
mother walked out. Elsa Schnee was somewhat of a celebrity around 
Vale and it was no wonder why. Aside from her association with the 
SDC, she was also remarkably beautiful. People say that she hadn't 
aged a bit since the last twenty years, even with the added stress of 
the SDC. "Weiss!" She smiled happily as her daughter 
approached . 

"Mother." Weiss returned the smile. The two embraced warmly. 

"Let's go inside." Elsa invited, "I do believe we have alot to catch 
up on." She glanced back at George. "I've got drinks in the 
ref ridgerator . You're welcome to help yourself George." 

"_Merci_, my lady" George bowed. 

Weiss and her mother talked all afternoon long. They shared stories 
with each other and laughed together at some of their more humorous 
experiences. Weiss tried to stay away from the topic of business as 
she knew it would upset their otherwise happy setting. 

Unlike her father however, her mother did not care if she took over 
the company or not. Infact, she would prefer if Weiss didn't. The 
company was in a tough situation currently and Elsa did not want to 
place the heavy stress on her daughter's shoulders. So she was more 
than happy when Weiss expressed her desire to go to Beacon last year 
as she felt life away from the corporate world would do her daughter 
good . 

As the two talked, hours flew by like minutes and before they knew 
it, it was already dark outside. "You've changed a lot in the past 
six months Weiss." Elsa observed. "I can tell you're enjoying your 
time at Beacon." 

"Having friends who won't stab you in the back is nice for a change I 
suppose." Weiss replied. 

Elsa frowned slightly at that statement. "Did you ever get into 
contact with Jake again?" She asked curiously. 

"Why would I have?" Weiss stated coldy. "We're not close." 

"Weiss-" Began Elsa. 

"I don't want to talk about it Mom." Weiss cut her off. 

"Okay, I won't say anymore." Her mother decided not to press the 
subject . 


Suddenly a car door slamming shut could be heard. "Looks like your 
father's home." 



"Oh boy, I'm so excited." Said Weiss, the sarcasm heavy in her voice 
This was the moment of truth. 

"It'll be alright." Her mother reassured. But Weiss wasn't convinced 
She was even less convinced when her father stormed in the house and 
slammed the door. 

"Those damn faunus ! " He screamed as he slammed a fist into the wall. 
He stalked into the living room to find Elsa and Weiss sitting 
there . 

"Welcome back!" Elsa tried a cheerful approach. "Rough day?" 

"Yeah, you could say that." Growled the billionare. He turned to 
Weiss . 

"Hello Eather." She greeted cautiously. 

"Aren't you supposed to be in fairy school or something? Or did you 
toss that down the trashcan too?" Mr. Schnee replied in the same low 
growl. Weiss felt a sudden surge of anger at the jab, but she held 
her tongue. 

"Your daughter came all the way down here to see you." Elsa said 
smoothly. "Why don't you come down here and talk with us?" 

"What makes you think I have time? _I _spend _my _days doing things 
that actually matter, so sorry if I don't have time for idle 
chit-chat." He was glaring at Weiss intently as he raised his 
voice . 

Weiss had heard enough. "Well, I'm sorry if I don't want to end up 
like some psychotic power-hungry maniac like you!" She shouted 
back . 

"My life has purpose." He father countered. He pointed a finger at 
weiss. "You're just chasing after fantasies. Give it time and you'll 
be running back to me crying for help like the lost little girl you 
are ! " 

Elsa Schnee stood up swiftly, her own anger rising. "That's quite 
enough!" She snapped. "Your daughter is here to see how you're doing 
so how about you show some decency." 

"I don't want his decency." Weiss's voice was low and laced with 
venom. "I'm heading back. Sorry for ruining your night 
Mother . " 

"Weiss, no it's okay." Her mother's tone softened. "Your father's 
just stressed right now." 

"Like hell I am!" Her father continued to fume. "Let her go back 
Elsa, we're busy people, she's just wasting all of our times 
anyways . 

"How could you say that? You're being-" 

"Eorget it Mom, he's right. I don't belong here. I'm never coming 
back!" Weiss practically screamed the last sentece, then she stormed 
off to find George, tears falling freely from her cheeks. She could 



still hear her parents arguing and shouting at each other inside the 
house as George helped her into the car. 

The car ride back was completely silent and Weiss was still crying 
softly in the backseat. When they finally got to the airstrip, 
Weiss's luggage was loaded back up onto the airship. George escorted 
her all the way up to the door. Weiss hugged him tightly. "Eveything 
is alright Madame," The chauffeur whispered reassuringly. "I know 
your father for many years, he is good man." 

"Was." Weiss corrected him as they broke off the hug. "Goodbye 
George . " 

"_Au Revoir _Madame . " George waved. And with that, Weiss got on the 
airship and headed back for Beacon. 
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><p> (Background Music: Fergie-Glamorous ) <p> 

It was an outdoor ice-skating rink located in the center of the Vale 
Central Park. Many parents had brought their children out to see the 
decorations set up around the skating space. There were a lot of 
people carving ice sculptures as the winter conditions were nearly 
perfect. The rink itself was mainly filled with adult couples 
enjoying some bonding time. But it also contained a fair number of 
small children skating around aimlessly. Many had to use buckets to 
keep themsleves from falling down. 

Blake glided smoothly through and around the traffic. She was 
exceptionally skilled on the ice as she had started out when she was 
very young. She could tell from experience that most of the people 
here had no real skill. They were just there to enjoy themselves and 
slowly cruise around the rink. Blake found that type of skating to be 
rather boring. She liked it better fast-paced. She picked up her 
speed a little to get her blood flowing faster when a flash of yellow 
sped right past her. 

Sun was not skilled at skating by any means, but he was fast. The 
only problem was that he was too fast. He found himself losing 
control more than occasionally as he tried to squeeze through 
everybody. He would usually have to end up intentionally running into 
the wall just to stop himself. And every time he did, Blake would 
just chuckle at him and speed by; much to his dismay. Eventually, he 
got enough of a feel for the ice to allow him to skate at the same 
pace with Blake. 

"Alright," He panted. "Let's make things interesting." 

Blake glanced sideways at him. "What's up?" 

"Since you're such a 'pro' at ice-skating, I say you go ahead and do 
one of those fancy tricks people always see on T.V" 

"Ok, go on." 

"After you do it. I'll try to do the same thing. If I make it, you 
have to let me take you out to dinner after this." 


"And if you don't?" 



Sun laughed. "I'll go up and kiss a random guy." 

Blake grinned, then in a split second, she accelerated rapidly until 
she was well ahead of Sun. She continued gaining speed until she 
finally lept into the air and performed a 540A° spin. She landed with 
one foot on the ground smoothly and the other in the air parallel 
with the rest of her body. She stood back upright and smiled 
triumphantly; motioning for Sun to attempt the stunt. 

Sun gulped. He had rather hoped that Blake would've done something 
easier, but he was commited now. He rapidly picked up his speed and 
jumped in the air, but his spin was poorly coordinated (music cuts 
off) . He twisted in the air awkwardly and landed on his butt hard. He 
yelped in pain. 

It was extremely rare to see Blake Belladonna laughing, but she was 
doing so now as she watched Sun fail miserably. Sun would normally be 
delighted to see such a rare sight, but not when he was the one on 
the receiving end. He glared at her instead. Unfortunately for Blake, 
her back was still facing the direction she was skating, so she 
didn't notice the bucket directly behind her that had been left by 
one of the little kids. She tripped over the bucket and fell in a 
similar fashion as her companion. Now it was Sun's turn to burst out 
laughing and Blake's turn to glare back. 

Eventually, Sun regained his composure and skated over to help Blake 
to her feet. "You screwed up back there." Blake pointed out the 
obvious . 

Sun shrugged. "Yeah, I did. I did. But technically, you fell too 
afterwards. The way I see it, we both lost. So I'll tell you what. 
I'll still hold my end of the bargain. But only if you keep your end. 
What do you say?" 

Blake narrowed her eyes thoughtfully. 
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><p>The couple sat alone on a park bench. The man had just finished 
giving a long romantic speech. "I just needed to let you know how 
much you meant to me Jane." He finished softly. <p> 

"Oh Kevin, you're such a sweetheart." The man's girlfriend whispered 
sweetly . 

"I love you Jane." 

"No Kevin, Hove _you." _The two brought their heads closer together 
to kiss when the man felt a tap on his shoulder. "Hey." 

The man was completely taken by surprise. "What in the name of-" Sun 
grabbed the man's face and planted a rough kiss on his mouth. "Ooo, 
you got some dry lips there buddy, I'd try chapstick!" Sun called as 
he sprinted away. 

The man was beyond dismayed. "WHAT DID YOU JUST DO?! YOU STOLE MY 
EIRST KISS YOU EREAKING MORON!" He cried as he sank to his knees. 
"WHY GOD WHY? I DON'T WANNA HAVE MONKEY BABIES!" He sobbed. 



><p>Blake and Sun had their dinner on the rooftop of a small 
resturant downtown. They had already finished eating and were just 
making conversation. "I think I finally got the taste of that guy's 
mouth out of my system." Sun cringed as he took a sip of his drink. 
Blake gave a small chuckle. "A deal's a deal."<p> 

"Yeah, I guess you're right." Sun sighed. They fell into a 
comfortable silence after that as they gazed at the night sky. "Hey 
Blake, I gotta tell you something." Sun abruptly broke the 
silence . 

"What is it?" 

"I'm heading back to Vacuole tonight, since my classes start back up 
tomarrow . " 

There was a long pause as Blake stared at Sun in disbelief. Her brows 
drew together in a frown. "Why didn't you tell me this sooner?" Blake 
had to admit she was a little frustrated with Sun, but she was more 
stunned than anything else. 

"Come on Blake," Sun spread his arms out in an open gesture. "There's 
no way you can look me in the eye and tell me you would have had as 
much fun as you did tonight if you'd known about this 
beforehand . " 

Blake tried to think of a rebuttle, but she realized that Sun was 
right. She would have been more distracted about him leaving instead 
of trying to have fun if she had known. 

"Besides, I'll be back by the summer." Sun went on as he looked at 
his watch. "Looks like I've still got thirty minutes before my ship 
leaves. Wanna walk with me to the docks?" 

Blake sighed. It was impossible to stay angry at Sun for long. 
"Alright" She agreed. 

The long walk to the docks was quiet and enjoyable. By this time at 
night, most of the streets were deserted and the soft chirping of 
birds could be heard in the background. Blake and Sun had held hands 
the whole way through until the Ocean loomed directly in front of 
them. There was a single ship docked in the harbour. "Well, there's 
my ride." Sun said almost a little reluctantly. "Wait here." He told 
Blake as he ran back towards town. He came back minutes later with a 
bundle of red roses. "For you." He offered as he held the flowers 
out . 

"They're beautiful." Blake whispered as she took the bundle. "Thank 
you Sun, I'll miss you." 

"Well don't." smirked Sun. "I'll be back before you know it." He took 
Blake's free hand and kissed it. He was going to say more but then he 
saw the shop owner he hand stolen the roses from come running in 
their direction. "Hey give those back! You didn't pay!" The fat man 
yelled . 

"That's my cue." Sun winked. He took off running down the docks. 

Blake could only smile as she watched Sun run up to the ship. He 



stopped as he got to the top of the ladder and waved at her. Then he 
disappeared from view as he hauled himself onto the deck. Blake 
noticed someone panting hard next to her. "Darn teenagers." Cursed 
the shop owner. "If I were just a few years younger." 

Blake pulled a 20 from her pocket and handed it to the man. "Keep the 
change." She offered. 

"Why thank you young lady." The man was more than grateful. "You're 
too kind." He thanked as he hobbled away. Blake watched as the ship 
left port. She continued watching until it had finally sailed into 
the distance had out of sight 
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><p>The pebble bounced off the wall and back into Romeo's hand for 
perhaps the one-thousanth time. The ODST had been throwing it at the 
wall for what seemed like days unend. Jail time had taken a toll on 
the rest of the squad as well. Buck lay on the floor staring up at 
the ceiling lost in thought while Mickey paced around restlessly. The 
Rookie had not moved from his oringinal position and was taking a 
nap . <p> 

"Anyone know how long we've been in here?" Mickey could start to feel 
his sanity slipping away slowly. 

"Three to five days, give or take." Came the short reply from Buck. A 
brief moment of silence. 

"Fifteen hours and twenty-seven minutes if you wanted to be exact, 
actually." The voice came from the other side of the bars. The 
troopers turned to see a single man in green overalls standing there. 
The man had gray hair, glasses and a mug. By first glance. Buck 
placed his age to be in the early-f ort ies . Despite having gray hair, 
the stranger had no wrinkles that would identify him as a senior. His 
face was also somewhat youthful. _Probably an albino or something. _ 
Buck thought. He noticed the man also had a cane. "It states that you 
were checked in at 7:07 this morning in the police report." The man 
went on. "It's currently 10:34 at night." 

"Slow down bro . " Romeo cut him off as he caught the pebble once 
again. "Who the hell are you?" 

"A friend." The man assured. "Correct me if I'm wrong, but it doesn't 
seem like you are enjoying your stay here very much. But, who could 
blame you? I wouldn't want to be stuck in jail either." 

Buck narrowed his eyes. "What are you getting at?" 

"I have a proposition." The man answered simply. 

"We're not interested." Buck waved the man off. They had no reason to 
trust him, after all. 

"Oh? Not even if I told you that you could all be free men in the 
next fifteen to thirty minutes?" _That _got their attentions. 

"Ok, maybe we _are_ interested then." Buck corrected himself. "Go 



"I'd love to fill you all in on the details." The man glanced 
sideways at Junior, who was in the next cell. "But I'd prefer we take 
this conversation somewhere more private. Soa€ 1 " The man took a key 
out and unlocked the gate. "If you would all follow me. I believe we 
have much to talk about." 

Romeo took the pebble and pegged it at The Rookie. It bounced 
harmelessly off his VISR, but it woke him up nonetheless. "Get the 
fuck up nigga." Romeo snapped as he slid the gate open and walked 
out. Buck followed in suite. Mickey held a hand out and pulled his 
friend up from the ground. "Nap time's over dude, we're getting out 
of here." He grinned. 

"Hey, what about me?" Junior called from his cell. 

Romeo turned around. "My advice, keep a simple relationship with the 
hoes. You go in too deep, and this is what happens." With that, Romeo 
turned around and walked off with his squad, leaving Junior by 
himself once again. 

The mysterious man lead the ODST ' s into an interrogation room. Once 
everyone was inside, he shut the door behind him. He laid a bag of 
snacks onto the table in the room. "I got these from a local 
convienience store" He explained. "You're welcome to help yourself." 
There was a moments pause, then Romeo grabbed a bag and began shoving 
chips into his mouth. 

Buck face-palmed but the man simply smiled. "I realize I haven't 
officially introduced myself yet." The man smiled again. "You may 
call me Professor Ozpin. I'm the headmaster of Beacon Academy. If you 
didn't already know, my school is highly regarded as one of the most 
prestigious combat schools around the world. We train students to 
become Huntsman and Huntresses so that they can protect this world 
from the creatures of Grimm. 

"Hold up, " Romeo interrupted. "What does your school do again? What 
the hell is a 'Huntsman'? Who the fuck are the 'creatures of 
Grimm ' " ? 

Ozpin raised his eyebrows quizically. "You don't know?" 

"No idea . " 

"Okay then. I'll try to make this as easy to comprehend as possible." 
The professor went on to explain what the Grimm were, and how it was 
a Hunter's duty to track down and elinminate them. He also briefly 
went over the concept of Dust, and how it was the main power source 
for the planet of Remnant. 

"Remnant? Is that what this place is called?" Romeo asked. 

"The planet, yes. Right now, we are currently at the Central Police 
Station in the City of Vale, the capitol of the Kingdom of Vale. Vale 
is one of the four Major kingdoms of Remnant." 

"Alright, enough with the history lessons." Buck was getting a little 
impatient. "What do you want from us?"HH 


Ozpin took a deep breath. "There have been many strange occurances 
around here as of late. Grimm sightings have become more common. Not 



only that, but they've been found closer and closer to populized 
areas. Closer and Closer to my school. There was one instance where a 
Beowulf actually made it into the campus. Of course, it was quickly 
taken care of. But the threat remains. I've tried seeking help from 
the police as well as fully trained Hunters. However, the police 
don't exactly have the skill set required for such a task and the 
Hunters are inconsistent. Sometimes a team would be sent in to help, 
othertimes, there 'd be no one available, as they're all extremely 
busy already." 

"Let me guess, that's where we come in right?" Mickey 
inquired . 

Ozpin nodded. "I need a permanent security force to keep my school 
safe so classes can resume as scheduled. Once I figure out the source 
of the problem, my staff and I will handle it personally. By that 
time, I can relieve you of your services from me and you'll be free 
to do whatever it is you please." 

"Wait a second," Romeo was still a little confused. "If your school 
teaches the students how to deal with these things, why don't you 
just get some of them to take care of it?" 

"That's a great question." Ozpin said approvingly. "My students are 
more than capable of handling the situation, but unfortunately, most 
of the sightings always occur late at night. I'd rather not have my 
students lose sleep and be distracted from their studies if I can 
help it . " 

Romeo nodded slowly, what the man said seemed to make sense. Then 
another question occurred to him. "Ok, why us?" 

Ozpin smiled. "I saw an interesting story on the news this morning 
regarding a mysterious object crashing into the Forest of Forever 
Fall. Then around noon today, the captain of this station. Captain 
Bronzewing, came over to my school and asked if I had anything to do 
with it . " 

Ozpin saw the quizitive looks. "I have lockers that can launch into 
the air and fly to randomly designated areas." He explained. "The 
captain thought it might have been one of my school's experiments. 

But when he saw that I was absuloutely baffled as well, he decided to 
explain the situation to me. Our conversation got interesting when he 
told me the department had arrested four heavily-armed men as they 
were on their way to inspect the crash site. Now according to the 
official police report, you were arrested for trying scavenge an 
active crime scene and tampering with evidence, along with directly 
threatening officers of the law." 

"That's a bunch of bullshit." Romeo protested. 

"I concur." Ozpin agreed. "I don't believe any of you had ill 
intentions, and I also know now that you weren't scavenging for parts 
to sell. But I do know you _are _directly related to that spacecraft. 
In fact, it's probably how you got toVale in the first place. You 
guys aren't from around here, I can tell. Your confusion at my 
earlier statements only add to that theory. Anyone from Remnant would 
know the terms 'Grimm' and 'Huntsman'. Am I right?" 


The ODST ' s slowly nodded. 



Ozpin chuckled. "Well, it's good to know that I haven't completely 
lost my wits yet. Anyways, when I heard about you four, I thought you 
fit the requirements for what I was looking for pretty well. So what 
do you think about my offer?" 

There was a long pause as the ODST ' s exchanged glances. Buck finally 
spoke up. "We'd like a couple minutes to discuss if that's alright 
with you . " 

"By all means, I'm going to go refill on my coffee. I trust you'll 
have an answer when I get back." Ozpin shut the door behind him as he 
left the room. 

"My vote? We take the deal." Mickey said as soon as Ozpin left. "I 
can't stand another minute in that cell." 

"I wanna get out of here too." Romeo agreed. "But can we trust that 
guy? " 

"You should have thought about that before you ate those chips." 
Mickey teased his teammate with mock severity. "What if he poisoned 
them? " 

"Shut up man, you don't know shit." Romeo was calm at first. "Wait, 
you actually think he poisoned them?" 

"We don't have to trust him," Buck concluded. "We just need to 
establish a firm foothold here until help arrives to take us 
back . " 

"Help?" Romeo was still skeptical. "From the UNSC? The same 
motherfuckers who got us in this mess in the first place? Yeah, 
right . " 

"It's not gold at the end of the rainbow, but it's the best chance we 
got." Buck shot back. 

"I guess that's true." Romeo reluctantly admitted. "You didn't have 
to use a dumbass one-liner to prove your point though." 

Mickey looked around at his squad. "So we're all in agreement 
then? " 

"Yeah." Buck and Romeo said. The Rookie nodded. "But one more thing," 
Buck reminded. "Don't tell him anything about the rest of us still 
out there. For now, the less this guy knows, the better." His squad 
nodded in agreement. That was when Ozpin came back into the room. 
"Have we all decided then?" He asked. 

Buck nodded. "We're gonna need our equipment back. All of it. We also 
need to have some form of communicat ion . Ear pieces will suffice. 

Cell phones too. We'll require the blueprints of your school to get a 
better understanding of its layout. Dossiers on the type of things 
we'll be dealing with would be helpful. A new set of clothes to 
change into would be nice too." 

"I can provide you with all of those things." Ozpin reassured, 
very pleased you have agreed. What are your names?" 


"I'm 



"I'm Buck." Buck raised his hand. "That's Romeo, Mickey, and J.D." He 
identified each member of his squad by pointing at them. There was no 
need to introduce their full names. After all, the other man had only 
introduced himself as Ozpin. 

"Pleased to meet you gentlemen." Ozpin smiled broadly as he reached 
out and shook each one of their hands. "Now please follow me, our 
ride is waiting for us." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>The twin-engined transport known as the 'bullhead' skimmed over 
the town of Vale. The doors had been left open so that the passengers 
could enjoy the view. "The city lights are quite a sight to behold 
are they not?" Ozpin addressed his new-found 'companions', who were 
now all fully-armed once again. <p> 

"Yeah, they're nice." Buck commented. In truth, he wasn't really 
paying attention to the view. He was more concerned about Dare and 
the rest of the survivors. Where they ever discovered by someone 
here? Had they encountered any of the so called 'monsters of Grimm'? 
Or, where they still waiting on him and his squad to get back? He was 
worried, but he also knew he had to trust Dare's expereince and 
expertise in the field to guide the rest of the other guys 
through . 

"So if you're not native to Remnant, where are you from exactly?" 
Ozpin interupted Buck's train of thought. It was Mickey who answered 
him. He told the professor about the UEG Government system and the 
UNSC. He also told him about the ODST ' s and what they stood for as 
well as the technological advancements the humans from their world 
had. However, he did not mention the Great War or the mission that 
brought them here. Instead, he informed Ozpin that they found 
themselves here due to a miscaculat ion when jumping into 
slipspace . 

By the time Mickey had finished explaining, they had already arrived 
at Beacon. Ozpin was the first to step off of the airship. "Welcome 
to Beacon Academy. Please, follow me inside, we actually still have 
one or two dorms open." He invited. 

The ODST ' s gazed at the massive structure of the school as they 
followed Ozpin. "Dang, I gotta say, this place is pretty sick." 

Mickey exclaimed longingly. "I wish boot camp was like this." 

"Boot camp?" Romeo responded with disdain. "That was the closest 
thing to a hell-hole if I ever saw one." 

Mickey couldn't argue with that. He was so focused on gaping at the 
school that he didn't notice the girl in white until she roughly 
pushed past him. Mickey stumbled forward a little as he looked around 
to see who had bumped into him. He saw the girl keep walking as if 
nothing happened. "Hey! Watch it!" He called after her indignantly. 
The girl turned around momentarily and Mickey was rather taken aback 
when he noticed she had tears in her eyes. "What the?" 

"What's up?" Romeo asked him. Mickey didn't answer but instead kept 
staring at the girl as she continued walking away. "She seemed sad." 
Mickey said after a long pause. 



Romeo turned around to look behind them and noticed the two servants 
pushing the extra-heavy luggage as well as the private airship in the 
background. He snorted. "Looks like daddy didn't give her enough 
money . " 

"No, I don't think that was it." Mickey disagreed. 

"Whatever man. What are you worried about her for? Come on, they're 
gonna leave us behind." 

"Yeah, ok, let's go." 

The dorm that Ozpin had shown them to had exactly four beds in it, 
which was good. It was also good that the ODST ' s didn't bring too 
much with them, otherwise there probably wouldn't have been enough 
space since it seemed pretty cramped already. 

Ozpin remained by the door as the UNSC soldiers went in to examine 
their new quarters. "You guys are quite lucky." The professor told 
them. "We don't have very many unoccupied dorms here. I was afraid 
you might have to take one of the guesthouses at first. Believe me, 
the conditions aren't nearly as grand." 

"Yeah, this is nice." Buck agreed. "So when do we start?" 

Ozpin laughed lightly. "There's no need for such a hurry, we still 
have a few days before the second semester starts, so I'm not too 
worried as of right now. Get a good rest tonight. I'll have someone 
show you around tomorrow. And then we can start setting up from 
there. Please, make yourselves at home gentlemen, and feel free to 
ask any questions." Ozpin waved farewell and closed the door. 

"I got the first shower." Romeo said immediately. 

"Second." Mickey reacted quickly. The Rookie held up three fingers. 
Buck rolled his eyes "To think I actually lay my life on the line for 
you dirtbags." 

_**One Hour Later: **_ 

Buck came out of the bathroom shivering. "Did none of you think to 
save me any hot water?" He demanded with some heat. 

"My shower was freezing too." Mickey glared at Romeo. "He took all of 

it . " 

"That shit felt good too." Romeo exhaled in relaxation. He was 
already laying down on one of the beds with both hands behind his 
head. Mickey and The Rookie each took a bed as well. The Rookie had 
gotten back into his armour, much to the confusion of his 
squad . 

"Yeah? Well, we're going in reverse order tommorow. That's an order." 
Buck decided to flex his authority a little bit. He walked to the 
door and turned off the lights as he took the last empty bed. There 
was a brief moment of silence as the ODST ' s lay there in 
darkness . 

"What do you guys think about that professor guy?" Mickey asked out 
of nowhere. 



"He's a crippled old hag with no skill sets, just like any other 
school principle you've had. Or 'headmaster' as they call it here." 
Romeo put bluntly. 

"You're wrong." Buck was just as blunt. "He has a cane, but he's far 
from disabled. His limp is inconsistent. His stance is too relaxed. 

He puts no real weight on his cane. Also, back on the airship, both 
the doors were wide open and yet he was able to keep perfect balance 
and not fall out. The time it took for him to stand up was also 
abnormally fast. Too fast for someone with a disability." 

"Ok, say you're right." Mickey hadn't even paid any attention to 
Ozpin's supposed disability and was surprised as well as impressed at 
Buck's deductive reasoning. He decided to humor him a little bit. "If 
he doesn't use the cane for support, then what purpose does it 
serve? " 

"One of two possibilities, maybe both. Either he doesn't want people 
to see him as a threat, or the cane itself is a weapon of some sort." 
Buck replied. "But he seems like a decent person. I think we'll get 
along . " 

"Well aren't you the great Sherlock Holmes of this era." Romeo 
grunted sarcast ically . "If only you'd been able to guess what those 
Covies were gonna do back at Madrigal." 

Buck let out a long sigh. "Yeah, if only." 

A few more minutes passed, then Mickey remembered something 
important. "Oh yeah, you never did tell me what happened during the 
last moments of the mission Gunny." No reaction from Buck. "Gunny?" 
_He ' s asleep already?! _"Hey Romeo, hook me up with the details man." 
The only response Mickey got was a loud snore. "J.D. What happened 
with you?" Of course The Rookie said nothing. Mickey didn't even know 
why he bothered asking him. "Screw you guys." He muttered under his 
breath. He eventually drifted off into sleep and this time, it wasn't 
medically induced. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Location: Vale Central Police Station<p> 

Time : 12:15 am 

Patrol officer Donald Mcguire changed inot his off-duty clothes and 
headed back into the main office. Two detectives, Jackson and Nash, 
each occupied a desk and were filling out paperwork. The captain had 
matters to attend to and left the station around an hour ago. He had 
put the two detectives in charge. Mcguire took a look at the glock. 
"Where's the night shift? They were supposed to be here fotry-five 
minutes ago." 

"They got called away. There was a pretty bad wreck on the 
interstate." Detective Nash told him without looking up. "Sit tight, 
they'll be here soon." 

Mcguire yawned. "They better be." 


A few more minutes went by. The phone on Detective Jackson's desk 



rang. He answered it. "Jackson." The detective's eyes widened. He 
quickly hung up the phone. "Hey Nash." He called to his partner. "A 
bomb just went off in the convienience store on 3rd. Two casualties. 
They want us to go check it out." 

"At midnight?" Nash was incredulous. "What the hell is up with this 
city?" The two detectives quickly got up and headed for the door. 

Nash turned to Mcguire. "I'm leaving you in charge. Tell the night 
shift what happened when they get back, then you can leave." 

Mcguire nodded as the detectives left. The main office was now 
completely empty. There weren't many officers in the station this 
late at night. He got a soda from the fridge and sat down behind one 
of the empty desks. He was about half-way through the can when the 
phone rang again. Mcguire picked up, it was the officer on 
surveillance duty. "Hey, I got two uniforms at the door, looks like 
night shift . " 

"Let them in." Mcguire told the officer. A few moments later and two 
officers came into the office. "About time you guys showed up." 
Mcguire grunted. That was the last thing he said. The 'officer' 
closest to him pulled out a silenced-pistol and shot him in the head 
from point-blank. 

The officer on surveillance saw the whole thing, he called through 
the intercom so anyone still in the station could hear him. "There's 
been an intrusion, two perpetrators in the main office, one man down. 
I repeat, intrusion in the main office. Lock it down." 

The two thugs heard the transmission. They knew they had to move 
quickly. They split up. The first one moved swifty down the stairs 
into the sub-floor; where all the prisoners were being held. He 
gunned down another officer mid-way down the steps. As he advanced 
into the holding pen, he stopped at the second cell when he found who 
he was there for. 

Junior looked up to see someone in a police uniform standing in front 
of his cell. The man shot the lock and slid the gate open. "Who sent 
you, Torchwick?" Junior demanded. 

The thug nodded. 

"Prove it." Junior pressed. 

The man produced a pair of red shades and tossed it to Junior, who 
caught it and put it over his eyes. He smirked, satisfied. "Good. I 
was begininning to think he forgot about me." 

An officer managed to sneak behind the thug without him noticing. He 
slowly pulled his gun and was about to fire. But then a bullet tore 
through his hand and knocked his gun to the side. He howled in pain 
as he fell to his knees. 

Junior and his savior turned to look at the cop. He was doubled over 
in agony. Of to the side stood the second thug, his gun still pointed 
at the officer. 

Junior held a hand up. "Wait, don't kill him." He didn't save the man 
out of sympathy. He simply recognized him as the person who had made 
fun him earlier that morning. He motioned for the two goons to hold 



the officer up. Then he preceded to beat the man with a series of 
blows from his fists. He finished his frenzy off with a hard kick to 
the genitals. The thugs released the policeman and he sagged onto the 
floor, passed out. Junior was venting heavily. "Prison bitch my ass." 
He spat . 

"I took care of the surveillance cop." The second thug spoke up. "But 
he's probably already called in backup. We should get going." 

Junior nodded. "Right." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>The police cruiser screeched into a stop. Detectives Jackson and 
Nash bolted out the doors and ran towards the station. They had 
ditched the bomb-site and left a few patrol officers behind on the 
scene when they heard of the attack. They rushed into the main 
office. Two officers where examining the body of a third. "Donald's 
gone." One of them reported. <p> 

"Where did the perps go?" Jackson asked urgently. 

"I don't know. We just got here too." 

Jackson turned to Nash. "Check the evidence room. I'm going 
downstairs." His partner nodded and took off. Jackson drew his gun 
out and quickly descended the steps. As soon as he got to the bottom 
he noticed another officer on the ground beaten to a pulp. But he 
didn't bother checking on the man because what he saw next froze him 
still . 

The gate of the second cell had been forced open and there was no one 
inside. "Shit." Jackson cursed under his breath. He pulled out his 
radio. "Nash, they broke a prisoner out." 

"Yeah, we figured." Came his partner from the other end. "A piece of 
the wall near the evidence room's been blown out. I've already 
requested a quadrant to be set up. They couldn't have gone far." 

■jk" ■jk" "jk" 


><p>The bullhead made a quick pass over the police station. Junior 
looked down at the blaring sirens and flashing lights. He shook his 
head in pity. "Look at those pigs. Fools. They're all oblivious." He 
laughed darkly. "They have no idea how much things are about to 
change around here."<p> 

**A/N: Trivia: Perry Ellis is a fashion brand for clothing; Romeo was 
insulting Junior for wearing dress-clothes in jail. The Diamond 
Reaper and Weissman SD-6 are supposed to be real life counterparts 
for the Rolls Royce Ghost and Weisman MF-5. Sun did not actually pay 
for a ticket, he was being a 'no-good stowaway'. XD** 


7 . Beacon Academy 

Weiss stood by the Beacon cliffs alone looking out into the emerald 
forest. It was still late at night. The heiress had a lot on her 
mind. She didn't even know why she bothered going back home when she 
knew it would end badly. Her father had become so distant over the 



last few years that she could hardly recognize him anymore. When she 
was younger, he had been so full of energy. So caring and warm. So 
not who he was today. Before, Weiss would've done anything to protect 
her father. But now, she wanted nothing to do with him. He was 
already dead to her. The only thing she regretted about storming out 
was her mother, who was undoubtedly upset about the whole situation. 
Weiss felt bad for putting her in such a state. She deserved better 
than that. The heiress let out a deep long breath. 

"I'm guessing it didn't go too well." 

Weiss turned around to see Blake sitting behind her in the shadows. 
"Blake? What are you doing out here?" 

Blake got up and walked over to stand beside her friend. "Same as 
you, just thinking about some things." A brief moment of silence. "So 
was I right?" 

Weiss let out a short, humorless laugh. "It went about as well as I 
expected. You know, now that I think about it, I honestly don't blame 
groups like the White Fang for hating my father. Heck, _I_ don't even 
like him . " 

Blake eyed Weiss with concern. "Are you ok?" 

"I'll be fine." Weiss reassured. "I can't say the same for my father 
though. That man is the most power-hungry crazed lunatic I've ever 
had the pleasure of meeting." Her tone was sarcastic, but also laced 
with bitterness. 

Blake smiled sympathetically. "Yeah, but he's still your father isn't 
he?" 

"I really wish he wasn't." Weiss sighed. 

"Well, what can you really do?" 

"On one hand, I want to cut off my relationship with him entirely. I 
doubt I'd miss seeing his face and I know for certain that he won't 
even think about me. I could finish my training here and become a 
huntress so that I can protect those who matter the most to 


Blake nodded in understanding. "That's what you want to do right? I 
mean, become a huntress?" 

"Yeaha€ 1 " 

"But?" Blake could tell that Weiss still had more to say. 

"But there are other things I have to consider. Such as becoming my 
father's successor. Not so that I can please him obviously, but 
maybe, I could clean up some of his mess. And by that I mean finally 
ending this pointless war he has with the faunus that's taken so many 
lives. If I succeed, I might be able to clear my family name. That 
sure would make things a lot easier for my mom." 

"I hope you don't go down that road." Blake gave Weiss a worried 
look. "Not that I don't want the best for your mom, but I know how 
the higher ups of the White Fang operate. It would be extremely 



dangerous for someone of your status to reach out to them. You could 
possibly lose your life!" 

Weiss shrugged. "But if my sacrifice were to bring peace, would it 
not be worth it?" 

"No, even if you're not here, I doubt the White Fang will stop." 

Blake stated grimly. "They're not like they once were. Their hatred 
doesn't just stop with your family anymore. Once they take down the 
Schnee Dust Company, they'll go after the rest of humanity." 

"How can you be so sure?" Weiss argued. "I think it's at least worth 
a shot." She was going to add on a few insults to the White Fang but 
ultimately decided against it as she didn't want Blake to get 
offended . 

"No Weiss, you don't understand." Blake turned Weiss around and put 
both her hands on her friend's shoulders. "I don't want to lose you. 
Do you actually think you would make things better if you were gone? 
How would your friends feel? How would your mom feel? You're my best 
friend Weiss, and I'm not going to let you throw your life away for 
nothing. So stop having all of these crazy ideas alright?" 

Weiss's eyes widened in surprise under Blake's sudden fiery gaze. She 
hadn't expected to hear those kinds of words from her friend. After a 
long pause, she slowly gave a small smile. "Thanks Blake, that meant 
a lot to me." Weiss gave a small sigh. "To be honest, I really don't 
know what I'm going to do." She really didn't. But she knew a final 
decision would have to be made by the time her first year at Beacon 
ended. Weiss now put her hands on Blake's shoulders too. "But I can 
promise you one thing. I'll value my life to the best of my 
abilities. For you, and for everyone I care about. You won't have to 
worry about that . " 

Blake returned the smile. "Thanks Weiss." The two friends embraced. 
The relationship between the two had gotten much closer ever since 
the fight with Torchwick at the docks. They had shared their insights 
with one another from time to time and found out they actually had 
quite a lot in common. As a result, they could connect at a higher 
level than they could with their other teammates. Of course they both 
considered Ruby and Yang to be close friends, but somehow, it just 
wasn't the same. 

It was Weiss who broke off the hug first. The two both turned back 
around to look over the forest in comfortable silence. 

"You know," Blake broke the silence. "I can't remember the last time 
we had a conversation without you making some kind of snide 
remark . " 

Weiss grinned. "Yeah, well, it's been awhile since the last time I've 
spilled my heart out to someone. So, thanks for listening, I 
guess . " 

Blake waved it off. "Anytime." 

A loud noise coming from the city caught the two friend's attention. 
Fireworks were going off in the sky. "Oh yeah," Weiss remembered. 
"It's the-" 



"-grand midnight opening of the new art museum downtown." Blake 
finished for her. 

Weiss looked over at Blake in a surprised manner. "How did you know 
that ? " 

"I've been following the status of its construction for quite some 
time actually." Blake explained. "It seems like an interesting place 
to see . " 

"Yeah, you got that right." Weiss agreed. "I heard they're moving the 
'_Vieille Femme '_ painting to display there." 

"Really? That painting is worth over 20 million lien." 

"Yeah." Weiss smirked. "Still though, I'm rather surprised that this 
place managed to draw the interest of a local thug." 

"And I'm just as shocked that the crown princess herself found such a 
lowly museum to be classy enough for her taste." 

"Well then, would you like to accompany this crown princess to visit 
the lowly museum tomorrow?" 

Blake grinned. "I wouldn't miss it for the world. Should we invite 
Ruby and Yang?" 

"Ha, as if! Those two dunces would be pulling their own hair out by 
the first ten minutes!" 

"True enough." Blake chuckled. "Hey, it's getting late, let's head 
back in . " 

"Right behind you." Weiss continued staring overhead for a moment 
longer, then turned around and followed Blake back inside. 
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><pXstrong>Buck<strong> 

**5 Minutes Before Slipspace:** 

"Veronica, look! They're pulling back!" Buck called triumphantly. The 
lieutenant was using a pelican in the hangar for cover, but stepped 
out as he realized the Covenant forces were evacuating. 

"That's nothing to celebrate for." Dare did not share Buck's 
enthusiasm. "If they're pulling back, then they probably got what 
they wanted already. In this case, Halsey." 

"YeahaClI just thought about that too." The earlier tone of victory 
was now gone from Buck's voice. "If that really is the case, then it 
also means they wouldn't hesitate to blow us into pieces." 

Dare nodded nervously, sweat dripping down here face. "Osman would 
not be happy if that happened." 

Buck glanced at Dare quizzically. "_If that happened? _What are you 
saying? If we've already lost Halsey, wouldn't she be pissed 
already? " 



"0-oh, y-yeah, you're right. Sorry, lost my train of thought." Dare 
apologized. "Anyways, our best chance is if we jump into slipspace 
before they can destroy us." 

Buck suddenly remembered. "Uh-oh." 

"What? What is it?" 

"I just talked to Mickey a short while ago, he told me Command's been 
overrun . " 

Dare's jaw dropped slightly and her hands spread apart in a 
disbelieving gesture. "And you didn't do anything about it 
because? " 

"W-well, we were in a heavy gunfight, I-I figured we needed all the 
help we could get ! " 

Dare pinched the top of her nose with fingers. "BuckaC 1 Jesus 
Buck . " 

"Ok, well I'm sorry for trying to prevent us from being 
massacred ! " 

Dare held a hand up. "Stop arguing with me." Buck opened his mouth, 
then closed it. He decided that it wasn't the right time for childish 
squabble. Dare was speaking again. "Rookie, I need you to get up to 
the Command Room and get us out of here. If you don't have time to 
put in any coordinates then be sure to send out a distress signal so 
the UNSC can find us later on." She instructed urgently. The Rookie 
nodded and took off. "Buck, close the hangar doors, we don't want 
anyone to be sucked outside." Buck nodded. "Got it." 

It couldn't have been five minutes later that everyone felt the ship 
tremble beneath them. Before they knew it, the ship lurched forward 
and launched into a slipspace; throwing everyone off their feet. Once 
everything had settled. Buck slowly got up. He looked around. "Looks 
like we made it Veronica." 

"Yeah. But where to?" 

"Nowhere close to UNSC airspace." Came a new voice. Buck turned to 
see who it was. It was a bald man who was around Buck's own height. 

He was wearing a uniform. Buck guessed the man was a crew 
member . 

"Lieutenant Gary Sanders." The man introduced himself. "I'm a member 
of Command, the only one left." 

Buck took a step back in shock. 

"So I take it Command really was overrun then?" Dare asked the 
man . 

The man nodded. "Yes, everyone's gone. Oh god!" He put both hands 
over his face and collapsed on the ground. Dare was instantly by his 
side while Buck stood back arms crossed. A few minutes later Dare 
came back. "The guy claims he was urinating when the Command room 
fell under attack. He said he's the one who activated the hyperdrives 



to a random location since we we're about to become cannon 
slaughter." She reported. 

Buck digested the information. _So we're basically stranded aren't 
we? That's good to know._ "What about Rookie?" 

"I asked him if he saw him, but he claims he didn't. I'm going to 
have a doctor check his mental state." 

The groaning sound of bending metal got Buck's attention. A tremor 
and an explosion came after that. "Whoa, what was that?" 

"The ship's breaking apart, we need to get off!" Called another 
ODST. 

Dare was instantly dishing out orders. "Prep the pelicans, we need a 
quick evac. Load them up with IFV's if possible. Let's move it!" Buck 
nodded approvingly. The order to load IFV's was a smart move. After 
all, maybe there _was_ some kind of planet they could land on out 
here if they got lucky. Both marines and ODST ' s alike were boarding 
into the pelicans. Buck called out to the rest of his squad and told 
them to find a ride off the ship. He could only hope for the best for 
them as he loaded on a pelican of his own and flew into the unknown. 
He didn't even try to think about how many people were still left on 
the ship when it finally exploded minutes after. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Romeo was not in a good mood as he stepped out of the shower. 

Like Buck had said the previous night, the ODST ' s had gone in reverse 
order in the morning. That made Romeo last in line. It also meant 
that his shower felt like a thousand icicles stabbing at his back. 
"Fuck me." He muttered under his breath with clattering teeth. He 
quickly dried himself off and put on the spare change of clothes 
Ozpin had provided each of the ODST ' s with.<p> 

The outfit was nothing flashy but it worked. It consisted of a white 
t-shirt, black sweatpants, and all white sneakers. The headmaster had 
also given them each a scroll. It was pretty much what the people of 
Remnant used for a cell phone. Romeo walked out of the bathroom. In 
the main room. Buck was cleaning his pistol while Mickey was tying on 
his last shoe. Both of them were already dressed in the same outfit. 
The Rookie's bed had been empty ever since they woke up. None of them 
knew where he was. But then again, that was pretty normal. "Yo, what 
time is it?" Romeo called out. 

Buck took a quick glance at the clock. "Ten-o-seven . " 

"God damn we overslept." Romeo grunted. "They still got breakfast or 
what? I'm hungry as fuck." 

"Yeah, but probably not for long." Mickey answered. "We were going to 
check it out, but Gunny over here decided to be nice and wait on your 
slow ass . " 

"Well I'm done now, let's go nigga." 

"Yeah, yeah." Buck set his gun down and walked out the door. Mickey 
and Romeo followed. 



(Music: Swagga Like Us-TI, Jay-Z, Kanye West) 

/ mp3 / t_i_swagga_l ike_ 

The three ODST ' s walked side by side down the hallway. They were 
getting a lot of looks from the students they passed by. No one had 
seen these people before and they all looked too old to be students 
and way too badass to be teachers. The ODST ' s continued slowly 
walking down the hallway. As they passed a student with a water 
bottle, Romeo snatched it from the kid's hand and chugged it in one 
gulp. Then he handed the empty bottle back to the kid. They continued 
walking a little more. Then Mickey had an important question. "Wait a 
minute, does anyone know where the cafeteria even is?" (Music Cuts) 
Buck stopped moving abruptly as he realized they were walking around 
aimlessly. "Shit." 

When they asked for directions and finally got to the cafeteria, they 
had already stopped serving. The three ODST ' s were standing in front 
of the empty food line. There were no lunch ladies in sight. "Man, 
what the hell is this bullshit?!" _Now _Romeo was actually pissed. 

His shower was cold, he had to give that one kid a piggy-back ride 
all the way to his dorm for taking his water, and by the time they 
made it to the cafeteria, there was no food. 

"Ok, _this _actually sucks." Mickey agreed. 

"Aww man! Did I just miss breakfast _again?"_ 

The three guys turned to see someone else standing beside them. She 
was strikingly beautiful and her long, blond hair was clean and 
flawless. She scratched the back of her head. "Guess I'm stuck with 
the leftovers from last night's party." She turned to the ODST ' s . 

"You guys want any?" 

Buck and Mickey exchanged an unknowing glance, but Romeo jumped right 
in, his previous anger already gone. "Hell yeah, we tryna eat!" The 
girl laughed. "Ok, slow down cowboy! Find a table. I'll be back in a 
chippie!" She winked as she went to get the food. 

"Ohhh. My. Lord." Romeo licked his lips. "She is Fine. As. 

Fuck . " 

Mickey narrowed his eyes at Romeo. "Dude, you do realize she's like, 
twenty years younger than you right?" 

"Shiieeet, I don't care bruh. You know what they say, 'Pussy is 
Pussy'. Besides, all that assaOlthat rack too. Damn, one night with 
her would put a nigga in heaven, ya feel?" 

Buck face palmed. "Would you give it a rest Romeo?" 

"Seriously dude, you fucking freak." Mickey grinned. 

"Hey, I'm just thinking like a normal guy." Romeo defended 
himself . 

"No," Mickey corrected. "You're thinking like one of those old people 
who drive vans around town _'picking up' _little kids." 

"Oh, you mean like Gunny in a few years?" Romeo nudged Buck with his 
elbow a couple of times. "Right? Riiiggghht?" 



Buck just shoved Romeo away from him, making the other man stumble 
forward. That was when the girl came walking back in. She looked at 
them quizzically. "I thought I told you guys to find a seat?" 

"Hey, you can find a seat on my-" Romeo began, but Mickey pushed him 
to the side before he could finish. The younger ODST thought quickly. 
"Wella€ 1 wea€ 1 uma€ 1 I mean, you're the one who's saving us from 
starvation, so we just couldn't bring ourselves to sit down in good 
conscience before you did." Mickey tried smiling widely. 

"Oh." The girl said with a slightly wierded-out expression. "That's 
sweet of you, I guess. Alright then, follow me." She went up to an 
empty round table and sat down. 

"Nice going man, reeaal smooth." Romeo hissed as they walked over to 
join her. "Now she probably thinks we're 30 year old virgins or some 
shit like that. Well, 60 in Gunny's case." He added smugly. 

"I'm actually 48, thank you very much." Buck retorted. 

"And I'm definitely _not_ a virgin." Mickey hissed back. 

"Good luck convincing her after that lame-ass line you just 
pulled . " 

"Hey, that was way better than what _you _were about to say!" 

The last thing Buck wanted to hear was another stupid argument. "Both 
of you, knock it off!" He snapped. "Let's try to have a decent 
conversation at the table, maybe we can learn more about this 
place . " 

"My thoughts exactly." Mickey concurred. 

"Kiss-ass." Grunted Romeo. 

"Hey!" Buck whipped around and pointed a finger at Romeo. "Not a 
word . " 

The shock troopers each took a seat at the round table with the girl, 
who introduced herself as Yang Xiao Long. The ODST ' s introduced 
themselves as well. Buck sat directly across from Yang, with Mickey 
and Romeo on either side. The leftover food consisted of cold pizza 
that had to be microwaved and chips. It normally would've tasted 
terrible, but the ODST ' s were too hungry to care. Yang only had one 
slice while they ate everything else. "Soooo, " She asked after they 
had finished eating. "I haven't seen you guys around before, what are 
you doing at Beacon?" 

"Your headmaster hired us as security guards." Buck told her. "Today 
is technically our first day." 

"Really?" Yang seemed confused. "Why security? There is nothing 
valuable at all over here." 

"Not for anti-theft purposes." Buck explained. "Apparently there 've 
been uh, 'Grimm' sightings around here. Do you know anything about 
that ? " 



"Oh yeah." Yang nodded. "They found like a Beowulf on campus around a 
week ago, but I heard that from my sister. I wasn't actually here 
when it happened." 

"Well, your headmaster hired us to deal with these things. As soon as 
the semester starts, we'll be staying up late at night to look out 
for these Grimm things. We basically just have to take them out 
before they can pose a threat." 

"Wow! That's sooo heroic of you guys!" Yang beamed. "Now I'll feel 
twice as safe at night with three solid guys like you watching over 
me ! " 

"There's actually a forth one." Mickey chipped in. "But we don't 
where he is right now." 

"Yeah, but he don't matter." Romeo turned his attention back to Yang. 
"As long as I'm here, I won't let a single thing touch you." 

"Awww, thank you!" Yang purred. 

"No need to thank me." Romeo continued. "It really is just a shame 
that I seem to be the only at this table who actually appreciates how 
beautiful you are." That earned Romeo a small giggle from Yang. 

Buck rolled his eyes to heaven. _So much for gathering more 
inf ormat ion ._ Mickey decided to put an end to Romeo's little game. 
"Don't get the wrong idea." He told Yang. "I think you're pretty too, 
but it doesn't seem like some of us are smart enough to acknowledge 
the age difference between us." Mickey cast a meaningful look at 
Romeo. He turned back to Yang. "I'm basically saying you're out of 
our league" He added with a small shrug. 

Yang now eyed Mickey with newfound interest. "Heyy, don't sell 
yourself short, you're actually pretty cute." 

Mickey grinned uncertainly. "You think so?" 

"Umhm." Yang pulled out her scroll. "Tell you what, how about you 
give me your number and we can catch dinner sometime?" 

"What?!" Mickey and Romeo both burst aloud at the same time. Mickey 
was completely taken aback. This was definitely not going in the 
direction he had intended it to go. Mickey knew he had to decline, 
she was just too young for him. But he couldn't think of a way to do 
it without hurting the girl's feelings. He could feel sweat forming 
on his forehead already. 

Yang could tell Mickey was getting worked up and had to hide a smile. 
Then she added a few words. "Just as friends, of course." 

"Oh." Mickey relaxed instantly. "Right. Alright, yeah, no problem." 
Mickey drew a sigh of relief as he gave his new number to Yang. 

_Jesus Christ, that was too close. _ 

"You want my number too?" Romeo asked seductively. 

Yang raised her eyebrows in amusement and chuckled. "Sure, why not?" 
But just then, her scroll buzzed to indicate she got a text. Her eyes 
widened when she saw the context of the message. "Oh, no! I nearly 



forgot about that ! " Yang had already agreed to meet with some of her 
other friends downtown that day. Her friends were already there and 
they were all waiting on her. "Sorry guys, I have to go, catch yall 
later! Especially _you."_ She winked at Mickey as she got up to 
leave . 

"Hey, hey, hold up!" Romeo put a hand out to stop Yang from leaving 
but was a little too late. All he was able to catch was the back of 
some of Yang's hair as she walked away. "Damn." He muttered, but his 
hopes went up again when he saw that Yang had stopped walking. 

_That ' s what I'm talking about. Here's my chance . _Romeo got up and 
went to stand in front of yang. "I was just going to say that I 
didn't get to give you my number yet. But hey, if it's too much 
trouble, you could always just tell me yours. It works both ways." He 
said smoothly. 

Yang's eyes were closed and she said nothing. Romeo was thrown off a 
little bit. She was behaving in a completely contradictory manner to 
her earlier cheerful persona. "Did you just touch my hair?" She asked 
in a low voice. 

Romeo narrowed his eyes slightly in confusion. _That ' s a weird 
question. _"Uhha€ 1 yeah? " 

Yang's eyes snapped open, but they had changed into a bright red in 
contrast to her previously lilac-colored eyes. " Youa€ 1 Youa€ 1 WHY YOU 
LITTLE PUNK!" 

"What the fuck?" Romeo didn't know Yang very well, but he knew from 
personal experience what an angry woman looked like. And as far as he 
could tell, Yang was very _very_ angry at him. "Aw, shiiiieeeet . " 
Romeo turned around and bolted off running, but Yang was fast. She 
quickly caught up to him as he excited the cafeteria. All Buck and 
Mickey could here were the sounds of Yang's fists impacting Romeo's 
body in the background. 

"I gotta say, I kinda feel bad for him." Mickey winced as he heard 
another fist make impact. 

"Nah, he got what was coming for him." Buck smiled. "There's a reason 
men don't hit on girls half their age. He'll be fine." 

"Nonono ! Look, it was an accident ! Naw, naw, gaahhhhh ! SON OE A 
COCK ! " 

Mickey winced again. " YeeaahhaO 1 as good as fine gets." 

"Let's go back to our room for now." Buck suggested. "The 
headmaster's supposed to meet us up there. We can see if we run into 
Rookie on the way over. Romeo can find us after his little ordeal is 
finished . " 

Mickey was a little hesitant. "Saya€ 1 Should we go help him or 
something? " 

Buck shook his head. "Let me teach you a little game Mickey. Rule 
number one, don't ever piss off a woman. And rule number two, if you 
ever do, never get in her way. I learned that a long time ago, and I 
haven't lost the game since." 



Mickey nodded slowly. "I see." He actually didn't, but it was clear 
to him that Buck was not in any mood to help and Mickey certainly 
wasn't going to try and stop Yang in such a state by himself. 
"Alright, let's head back." He reluctantly agreed. 

The two ODST ' s threw their trash away and headed out of the 
cafeteria. Buck saw a stash of the daily morning newspapers and took 
a stack before catching up with Mickey. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Yang burst into her dorm, eyes still red. "Where did he go?!" But 
the only person she saw in the room was Ruby. "Where did who go sis?" 
She asked. Yang calmed down immediately and her eyes went back to 
normal. "Oh, hey Ruby! Whatcha doin?"<p> 

"Eh, not much, just reading through some of these." Ruby held up a 
weapons magazine. "So who were you looking for?" 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Romeo stumbled back into the room. Buck and Mickey looked up from 
their beds. Romeo pointed a finger up. "Word of advice ladies, never 
touch that girl's hair, that shit will fuck you up." And with that, 
Romeo collapsed to his knees and fell face forward onto the 
floor . <p> 
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><p>"Oha€ 1 just some guy I met earlier." Yang answered to Ruby's 
question . <p> 

"Is he your boyfriend?" 

Yang grimaced with a look of sheer horror on her face. "What?! Noooo, 
not even close . " 

"Oh, come on! You can tell me about your love life can't you Yang?" 
Ruby teased. 

"Lo-love life?" Yang spluttered. Ruby burst out laughing at Yang's 
expression. _Ok little sis, so that's how you wanna play,_ Yang 
decided enough was enough. "That's it, you asked for it!" She climbed 
up to Ruby's bed and tackled her sister. She held her down and 
viciously tickled her. Ruby squirmed helplessly under Yang's grip. 
"YANG, STOP IT! HAHAHAHAHAHAHA ! YANG, PLEASE! HAHAHAHAHA ! " 

Yang smiled evilly. "Are we done talking about this?" 

"YES! YES! JUST MAKE IT STOP!" 

Yang stopped almost immediately. "Ok!" She slid her feet over the 
edge and jumped back down as Ruby gasped for air. Yang went into the 
bathroom to change. She came back out wearing a purple blouse and 
dark blue skin-tight jeans paired with her usual boots. She put on a 
brown fur coat over the blouse and grabbed her wallet. Her scroll 
went in her back pocket . 

Ruby looked over the edge of her bed. "Wait Yang, where are you 
going? " 



"Downtown with some friends, be back later tonight! Later sis!" Yang 
called as she headed out. 

"Oh. Ok, gooda€ 1 " The door closed and Yang was gone. "a€lbye." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 

><p>"Uhhhhhh, son of a bitch." Romeo groaned for perhaps the 
one-hundredth time straight as he massaged the bruises that were all 
over his body. He had recovered from his momentary blackout and now 
sat himself against the wall.<p> 

Mickey was sitting on the edge of his bed facing Romeo sharpening his 
knife. He shook his head in pity. "We haven't even been here for two 
days and you already got your ass handed to you by a teenage 
girl . " 

Romeo glared at Mickey. "You're talking like I was actually _trying_ 
to fight back." 

Mickey raised an eyebrow. "And you're saying you weren't?" 

"Of course not fool!" Romeo almost seemed offended. "Da hell's wrong 
with you? I wouldn't ever hit a girl bruh. You know me, I'm a 
gentleman, through and through." 

Mickey rolled his eyes, not buying it. "Oka€lif you say so 
mana€ 1 " 

"She didn't hit you anywhere around the chest area did she?" Buck 
asked. He didn't look away from the newspaper he was reading. 

"Nahh, thank god for that. Damn, if my lung got fucked up any more 
than it already is, I probably wouldn't even be able suck another 
guy's dick if I wanted to." 

Mickey snorted. "Righta€ 1 because that would be such a shame." 

"Shut up man, all I can say is that I got lucky." 

"I guess we all did." Mickey said thoughtfully. "I mean, what were 
the chances that we would find a planet like this on the other end of 
that slipspace? Other than being a few hundred years behind on 
technology, this place is pretty much the same as any other planet 
we'd find back home." 

"Not exactly the same." Romeo scoffed. "You ever notice that all the 
motherfuckers here are white? Like seriously? Where are all the 
brothas at man?! Shiieett, and you thought it'd be hard for a yung 
nigga to make it back home. Yung nigga would get capped out here in 
less than five minutes, ya feel?" 

"It would seem like that's what happened to you." Mickey 
observed . 

"Exactly! That's what I'm tryna say bruh. These bitches be straight 
discriminatin' ." 


Mickey shook his head with a grin. "You really are hopeless 



bro . " 


"Hmma€ 1 interest ing . " The sound of Buck's voice prompted them to look 
over at their squad leader. The lieutenant had his eyes glued to the 
newspaper and was biting his lip thoughtfully. 

"What is it Gunny?" Mickey asked. 

"You guys remember that guy that was in the cell next to us at the 
police station?" 

"Oh, yeah!" Romeo recalled. "Yeah, that guy was real bruh. A fellow 
brother in the struggle out there. What about him?" 

"It says here he was broken out yesterday around midnight." 

"Ayeee, that's what I'm talking about. Look at chaboi puttin' in 
work ! " 

Buck cast a long glance at Romeo, not amused by his support for a 
criminal. "The thugs who did it shot and killed three officers, and 
left another in critical condition. He had to be 
hospitalized. " 

"Psshh, aint nobody like those pigs anyways." 

"That's fucked up." Mickey said. 

"Definitely," Buck agreed. "But there's just something else about 
this that I don't like." There was an article about a 20 car pileup 
on the highway next to the article Buck was reading. And below that, 
there was another one about a convenience store that was bombed. _Has 
this city always been so violent? _ 

A knock at the door interrupted their conversation. Buck set the 
paper down, he would have to continue looking into things later. 

"Come in!" He called. 

Ozpin walked into the room seconds later with another girl at his 
side. Buck noticed that this girl had what seemed like long rabbit 
ears on her head. _Is that the new trend here nowadays? _He 
wondered . 

"I'm glad you gentlemen are settling in at my school." Said Ozpin. 

The headmaster seemed somewhat pleased. He indicated the girl by his 
side. "This here is Ms. Velvet Scarlatina, she's one of my first year 
students this year. I've arranged her to be your personal 
guide . " 

The girl waved shyly. "Uh, hi." 

"Hey." Mickey greeted back. "Call me Mickey, like the mouse." He 
smiled. Velvet didn't seem to comprehend. "Uma€ 1 " Mickey mentally 
slapped himself. _How in the world did I expect her to get that one? 
_He gave a small chuckle. "Nevermind." 

Buck gave Mickey a look of amusement, then introduced himself to the 
guide. "I'm Buck." 

Romeo decided to skip the formalities. "Why the hell do you have two 



giant ass rabbit ears on your head again?" He was slightly taken 
aback when the girl flinched as if he had struck her. 

"Romeo!" Buck snapped. "What are you doing?" 

"What? I was just curious." 

Mickey gave Velvet a friendly and reassuring look. He could tell the 
girl was extremely nervous. "Don't mind him." He smiled. "He's just a 
bit dull between the ears." 

"Hey! What's that supposed to mean?" Came Romeo indignantly. 

Mickey shrugged. "See what I mean?" Despite her own nervousness. 
Velvet couldn't help but laugh. 

Ozpin cleared his throat. "Ms. Scarlatina, would you be so kind to 
wait outside for a few moments? I'd like to have a few words with our 
friends here." The girl nodded. "Thank you Velvet." Ozpin nodded 
encouragingly. "You're doing quite well." 

Velvet closed the door behind her as she excited. "You'll have to be 
rather gentle with Ms. Scarlatina." Ozpin told the ODST ' s . "She is 
quite a shy person. I'm only having her give the tour to increase her 
people skills." 

"Alright, that's not a problem." Buck assured Ozpin. "We can be 
gentle, can't we _Romeo?"_ 

"Yeah, whatever." Came the gruff response. 

Ozpin smiled. "I hoped you'd say that." He paused momentarily. "Where 
is Mr. J.D?" 

Buck shrugged. "Somewhere in the school. I'm sure we'll run into him 
on the tour." 

"Alright then. I'll let you find him. As for those ears, wellaCl" The 
headmaster went on to explain to them what the faunus were and how 
there had been an ongoing war for equality for them. He told them 
that it was a sensitive subject for a lot of people around 
Remnant . 

"Feel like a dick yet?" Mickey teased Romeo. 

"Shut up bitch." 

"Without further adieu, let's get you guys on the tour. I do believe 
you still have quite a bit to see." Ozpin turned around and opened 
the door for the ODST ' s as they walked out. Velvet was reading some 
of her notes she had jotted down outside but quickly hid them as the 
others came out. "I'm going to leave them in your hands now." Ozpin 
told her. "You can begin wrapping it up when lunch starts. Be 
confident, I have faith in you Ms. Scarlatina." Ozpin patted her 
lightly on the shoulder, which made her shuffle awkwardly a bit, then 
the professor walked away and she was alone with the 
strangers . 

Velvet wasn't sure how she felt about these guys yet. So far, she 
liked the one called Mickey a lot. He was nice, charming, and funny. 



She felt like she could trust him. She couldn't really form an 
opinion on Buck just yet. But just judging by his age, she'd guess he 
was their leader. But the one person she'd try to keep away from was 
Romeo. He was scary, and quite rude to be honest. His first 
impression reminded her a lot of how Cardin used to be. But Cardin 
had changed a lot ever since- 

"Hey, let's get this show on the road!" Mickey called cheerfully, 
interrupting her thoughts. 

Velvet nodded a little uncertainly. "Ah, yes. Right, right. Urn, 
please follow me then." The ODST ' s followed Velvet as she began 
showing them around the massive school. 
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><p>Ruby stood alone at the end of the gun range in the training 
room. Well, not completely alone. There was another guy a few booths 
down shooting his handgun. Ruby had never seen the guy before. He was 
wearing heavy body armor and had a helmet over his head. She hadn't 
tried talking to him yet, if he even was a guy. But meeting new 
people wasn't exactly her area of expertise. Instead, she just 
continued shooting at her targets. A new set now popped up, and she 
quickly downed all of them. A second set came up and she downed them 
all again. <p> 

But no matter how many sets she shot down, she still couldn't get her 
mind off Yang. She had felt her sister growing more distant from her 
ever since the break. If she wasn't out with her friends, then she 
was in her bed sleeping in. The times she actually got to interact 
with Yang were brief and few. She couldn't even have a normal 
conversation with her anymore. Anytime she tried, her sister was 
already halfway out the door. And most of the time, she wouldn't get 
back until 3 or 4 in the morning. Ruby would usually have Weiss or 
Blake to keep her company but they had both gone out today. Ruby 
really wanted to be angry at Yang, but she couldn't. She knew her 
sister wasn't doing it on purpose. Ruby sighed. She hoped things 
would change by the start of the second semester. 

The Rookie walked away from his booth. He was on his way to head back 
to the room when he noticed the girl in red he had shared the 
training room with just standing there, her targets left unfinished. 

A rather sad expression was on her face. The Rookie knew he would 
feel guilty if he just continued walking. After all, the girl seemed 
so innocent. The Rookie was never great with words, but perhaps there 
was still a way for him to cheer her up. 

Ruby had been so transfixed in her previous thoughts that she had 
left her latest set of targets unfinished, so she was more than 
surprised when gunshots rang out from behind her and her remaining 
targets exploded. She turned her head around to see her armored 
'companion'. "Hey! Those were mine!" She called out indignantly. The 
stranger shrugged as if to say, _you weren't shooting them. _A new 
set came out, and before Ruby could do anything. The Rookie raised 
his pistol and shot them all again. 

"Stop that!" Ruby protested. The Rookie tilted his head in a 
quizzical fashion. _Stop what?_ Ruby gave him a pained look. "You 
know exactly what I'm talking about." A new set came up again. The 
Rookie began to raise his pistol but Ruby was faster this time. She 



quickly shot all the targets down with Crescent Rose before The 
Rookie could pull the trigger. She turned back to him with a smirk. 
"Nice try." The Rookie shrugged. Ruby was still in the process of 
reloading when the next set came up, so The Rookie was able to take 
all of the targets down first. But this time, he had placed the 
pistol behind his back. 

Ruby's eyes grew wider. She was impressed with The Rookie's skill. 
"Hey, you're pretty good!" She complemented him. The Rookie shrugged 
again. _0f course I am. _He then pulled out his combat knife. He 
turned away from the gun range and threw the knife with a simple 
flick of his wrist at a training dummy. The knife embedded itself 
directly in the center of the dummy's head. 

Ruby nodded a few times. "Ok, cheeeccckk _this _out ! " She used her 
semblance, dashed towards the dummy, and sent its head flying with 
one strike from Crescent Rose in scythe form. Then she dashed back, 
leaving rose petals everywhere. "How do you like that?" 

The Rookie stared at the dummy's head, which was still high in the 
air with his knife attached to it. He judged the position of the 
head, then in one fluid motion, brought his pistol up and shot it. 
The head shattered into pieces and the knife came tumbling down. The 
Rookie held a hand out and caught it by its hilt before sliding it 
back into its sheath. The two continued exchanging tricks, becoming 
wilder and crazier with each passing turn, until the entire training 
room was completely trashed. 

"Oh, no!" Ruby gasped upon realizing what they had done. "How are we 
supposed explain this to Professor Ozpin?" The Rookie looked around 
the room, then brought a finger up to his helmet. _Shhh, we didn't 
see anything. _Ruby began giggling. "You're funny!" The Rookie 
shrugged . 

"Do you always just shrug at everything?" Ruby asked after regaining 
her composure. The Rookie shrugged yet again, a little mischievously 
this time. There was a brief moment of awkward silence. Ruby really 
didn't know what to say. She scratched the back of her head 
uncertainly, then stretched a hand out. "Well, I'm Ruby! It was a 
pleasure to meet you!" The Rookie took her hand and shook it, but 
said nothing. 

Ruby giggled again after they broke the shake. "Don't you ever talk? 
This isn't how an introduction works, you have to tell me your name 
too, you know!" Nobody could have guessed what The Rookie did 
nexta€lhe shrugged. 

The door to the training room slid open. "And this is where the 
training a€" Oh my goodness, what happened here?!" Velvet put a hand 
over her mouth in horror. 

The Rookie and Ruby exchanged a quick glance. Then Ruby turned to 
Velvet with a finger over her mouth. "Sssssshhhhhh . " 

Velvet took a glance at Ruby, then at The Rookie, then she 
understood. "Ohhhh." She smiled. "Don't worry, my lips are 
sealed . " 


"Hey, what's going on in there?" Called Mickey as he walked in. "Oh 
there you are, J.D!" The Rookie waved a greeting. 



Ruby turned to The Rookie. "J.D? Is that your name?" The Rookie 
thought about nodding, but shrugged instead. Ruby smacked her 
forehead . 

Buck and Romeo walked in the room, the latter having a rather 
judgmental expression. "This is one shitty training room." He 
said . 

"Oh, it's not usually like this, I, uh, don't know what happened to 
it today." Velvet tried to explain. 

"Yeah, I've heard that before." Romeo said, then he noticed The 
Rookie standing next to Ruby. "And J.D? The hell you doin? That 
girl's just a kid, you know you ain't ever gettin nowhere with that!" 
He chuckled. That got him pained expressions from Mickey and 
Buck . 

"You're one to talk." Buck sighed. 

"Whatever man." Romeo waved off. "Hey Rook, get yo ass over man bruh, 
we finna go see the rest of this school." The Rookie shrugged and 
walked over to his squad. 

Velvet looked over at Ruby. "Hey, would you like to help give this 
tour with me?" Normally, she wouldn't be so directly outgoing, but 
Velvet had gotten to know Ruby a little better over the break, so she 
felt more comfortable around her. 

"Yeah! That would be awesome!" Ruby accepted the invitation 
enthusiastically. "Let's go!" Ruby happily bounded over to Velvet and 
the group continued with the tour. All thoughts about Yang were gone 
from Ruby's mind. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>The cafeteria was surprisingly empty during lunch. Many students 
had still not returned from vacations yet, so it was only about half 
full. The four ODST ' s sat at the end of a long table. The Rookie ate 
with his helmet on.<p> 

"J.D? What the fuck are you doing?" Romeo questioned 
emphatically . 

Mickey looked over at The Rookie. "You're trying out those new eating 
mechanisms they installed recently aren't you?" The Rookie 
nodded . 

"That's retarded." Romeo commented dryly. The Rookie shrugged, then 
got up to dump his trash. Romeo looked over at Buck, who seemed to be 
lost in thought. "What's up with you Gunny?" 

Buck shook his head quickly a few times. "I was just thinking, what 
do you guys think about the headmaster's social status?" 

Mickey thought about it for a few seconds before responding. "He's 
got plenty of power and influence, that's for sure. I mean, he got us 
out of jail pretty easily." 


Buck nodded. "I agree. But I was wonderinga€ 1 ehhh. I'll tell you guys 



about it later." He cut off abruptly. 


Cardin Winchester was observing the ODST ' s from his table. He didn't 
recognize any of them. "Yo Russ, " He called to his friend Russell 
Thrush. "Who are those guys down there?" 

Russell looked over. "I don't know man, never seen 'em 
before . " 

"They look like a bunch of old losers." Dove Bronzewing snickered. 
"The new Janitors if you ask me." 

"Yeah, janitors!" Sky Lark quickly agreed. 

Cardin shook his head and sighed. _If anyone's a loser, then it's you 
two, _he thought quietly. Many people had started to notice the 
change in Cardin Winchester ever since that field trip to the Forest 
of Forever Fall. Sure, he was still a jerk, but no one had seen him 
pick on anyone for a long time. In truth, Cardin used to think that 
he was untouchable. It wasn't until he faced death in that forest 
that he realized how small he actually was. And to think he'd been 
saved by the same person he had bullied for what seemed like an 
eternity. That was when he realized how much better Juane was 
compared to him. He owed him his life. Cardin couldn't bring himself 
to bully another person after that. Instead, he had learned to see 
the value in each person he met. He now understood that everyone had 
that something inside them that made them stand out. 

But Cardin's newfound wisdom didn't come without problems. He had 
noticed his team unity was falling apart. Dove and Sky had visibly 
lost respect for Cardin once he decided to give up his old habits. 
They now thought that their leader was just some wuss who couldn't 
defend himself. Russell thought a little differently. Cardin was his 
friend, and he had left him to die in the forest because of his own 
fear. Russell was ashamed of his actions that day. It was then that 
he decided that he'd have his leader's back from then on, no matter 
what. After all, that's what a true huntsman would do. 

The different points of view had driven a wedge in between the 
members of team CRDL, and Cardin knew it. What he didn't know was how 
he intended to solve this dilemma. He had tried using his own wits, 
but it wasn't working. Sky and Dove refused to listen to anything 
he'd say and confrontations were pretty much a daily occurrence. 
Cardin sighed again. He knew a solution would eventually come up, but 
he just didn't know when. He made brief eye contact with Velvet as 
she walked passed his table to go throw away her tray. He gave a 
small smile and she returned it. But as she continued walking. Dove 
held a leg out and she tripped over it, dropping her trash 
everywhere. Dove and Sky burst out laughing. They stood up and 
towered over her. 

"What where you're going bunny rabbit!" Dove taunted. 

"Yeah!" Sky snorted, adding his support. "Couldn't you have jumped 
over that?" 

That was enough for Cardin. He jumped over the table and pushed his 
team mates to the side. "Back off!" He growled. Russell was instantly 
at his side. Velvet was Juane ' s friend. And nowadays, Juane ' s friend 
was Cardin's friend. He wasn't going to let anything happen to her. 



Besides, him and Russell had actually hung out with Velvet a few 
times over the break. It was their way of apologizing. 


"Why don't you make us?" Dove sneered. "Oh wait, you're too scared 
for that aren't you?" 

Cardin flushed with anger, but he managed to control himself. Instead 
of decking Dove, he bent down and helped Velvet back up. "Are you 
ok?" He asked. Russell took a step forward towards Dove and Sky, 
glaring at them. "How about you show some respect to your leader?" He 
spat . 

"Our leader? As in Cardin?" Dove was incredulous. "Sorry, but you two 
should be the ones respecting us. Don't forget who our fathers 
are ! " 

"Yeah! Our fathers!" Sky smirked. 

They were right. Taivas Lark, the charismatic lawyer who almost 
seemed immune to losing a case, and Hawk Bronzewing, the straight 
arrow captain of the Vale Central Police station. Both were 
undeniably very well know figures in Vale, appearing on the news at 
least once every two weeks. Their fame unfortunately, only served to 
boost their sons' egos. 

"I don't care who your daddies are," Cardin had made sure Velvet was 
alright and now walked over to stand beside Russell. "I'm not scared 
of two wimps like you." 

The whole cafeteria was watching them now. Dove knew how bad it would 
look if he backed down. "Oh yeah? Bring it on then tough 
guy ! " 

"Yeah! Bring it on!" Sky echoed. 

The two sides took a step towards each other, fists raised, ready to 
fight. But then, a single gunshot rang out in the cafeteria. Everyone 
else sat in stunned silence. They turned to the origin of the sound. 
The Rookie slid his pistol back into its holster, a hole was in the 
ceiling. He had been throwing his leftovers away when he saw the 
whole thing unfold from the moment Dove tripped Velvet. Now The 
Rookie slowly walked down the aisle towards CRDL. Cardin and Russell 
exchanged a cautious glance. Dove and Sky remained defiant. 

The Rookie continued walking until he was between them. Then he 
stopped and glared at Dove and Sky from behind his VISR. Dove was 
scared, but he couldn't back out. Not in front of all these people. 

He tried to keep his voice from wavering. "I-If you don't quit 
staring at me. I'll make you wish you never had eyes!" 

Sky cast an uncertain glance at Dove before turning back to face The 
Rookie. "Y-Yeah, no eyes!" 

The Rookie wasn't scared. Instead, he got closer to the two bullies. 
Dove took an involuntary step back. Angry with himself and at the 
newcomer, he brought a fist back to throw a punch. "That's it! Take 
this!" But before he could even bring a fist to bear, he had the wind 
knocked out of him. The Rookie had delivered a swift underhand to 
Dove's stomach. The latter doubled over in pain and crumpled onto the 
floor. Sky tried to move forward to help, but stopped immediately 



when he saw that The Rookie's combat knife was pointing barely inches 
away from his neck. He slowly put both his hands up in a surrendering 
fashion. "W-w-w-whoaa€ 1 " 

"What in the world is going on here!?" Glynda Goodwitch stormed into 
the cafeteria. If it had been quite before, it was dead silent now. 
Everyone knew how bad of an idea it was to get on her bad sad. The 
Rookie withdrew his knife and sheathed it. Sky dropped to his knees 
in relief, cold sweat still dripping down his face. "Who fired the 
gun?!" Goodwitch demanded. She had heard the shot from the other side 
of the campus. 

Sky pointed a finger at The Rookie. "He did it!" He 
ratted . 

Goodwitch 's eyes bore holes into The Rookie's armor. She approached 
him until her face was barely an arm's length away from his VISR. 
"Well, care to explain yourself?" Her voice was dangerously low. 
Mickey, Buck, and Romeo slowly got up from their table and walked 
over to the commotion. "Ma'am I don't think he meant any harm." 

Mickey tried calmly. 

"No! You can be quiet!" Goodwitch hissed furiously. She turned back 
to The Rookie. "Your friend must be severely punished." 

"No, please don't do that!" Came the sudden outburst from Velvet. All 
eyes were on her now. Velvet shrunk a little bit upon realizing the 
attention she had drawn to herself. She wasn't used to raising her 
voice, but she couldn't bear the thought of someone else getting in 
trouble for standing up for her. "H-Hea€ 1 hea€ 1 " She was having a hard 
time finding her voice under the gaze of everybody in the 
cafeteria . 

Cardin put a supporting hand on her shoulder. She flinched at first, 
but relaxed when she realized who it was. Cardin was smiling 
encouragingly . 

Velvet took a deep breath. "H-He was just looking out for me. 
Professor Goodwitch." She finally managed. 

Goodwitch's gaze softened, but only a little bit. "That still doesn't 
justify putting the lives of everyone here at risk, no matter how 
good his intentions were." She held a hand out to The Rookie. "Your 
weapon, please." It wasn't a question. 

"I don't think that will be necessary Glynda." 

Goodwitch turned around to see Ozpin standing there. "But 
sira€ 1 " 

Ozpin held up a hand. "Say no more." He pulled out his scroll and 
showed Goodwitch a recording. "I watched the whole thing happen. J.D. 
here was merely diffusing a confrontation. He presented no 
threat . " 

Goodwitch was still a bit uneasy and Ozpin could tell. He smiled. 
"Besides," He said. "We have more serious issues to worry about." 
Ozpin leaned over and whispered something into Goodwitch's ears. Her 
eyes widened and she nodded with understanding. She proceeded to 
point her wand up at the ceiling and repaired the part The Rookie had 



shot. "Please," She said to him. "Be a little morea€ 1 reserved in your 
tactics next time." Then she turned around and left. 

Ozpin turned to leave as well, but a plea from Sky stopped him. "But 
headmaster! He could've killed me!" 

Ozpin 's gaze turned cold. He was not unaware of what Sky and Dove had 
done. "But he didn't did he? As far as I can tell, you are still 
alive and doing quite well Mr. Lark." He continued staring at Sky, 
and when he was sure the younger boy had nothing to say, he bid 
farewell. "Good day then." 

Buck walked up to The Rookie after Ozpin had left. "You wanna tell me 
what that was all about?" 

The Rookie shrugged. 

Buck sighed. _The Rookie really is something else entirely. _He 
thought to himself. "JustaOltry to stay out of trouble ok? Don't 
forget how much we need this job." 

The Rookie nodded. He understood their current position perfectly. 
Their position at Beacon guaranteed them a safe and stable foothold 
on Remnant. Hopefully, it wouldn't be long before the UNSC picked up 
the distress signal and came to rescue them. 

"Alright, let's head back to the room." Buck said. "We need to start 
setting up." Mickey and Romeo nodded in agreement and walked out of 
the cafeteria. Buck followed them. The Rookie was about to head out 
as well but Velvet's voice stopped him. 

"Hey, uma€ 1 I just wanted to saya€l thank you, you know, for what you 
did back there." She couldn't help blushing a little bit. The Rookie 
nodded. _No Problem. _Then he went to join the rest of his 
squad . 

"Hey, don't me and Russ get a thanks too?" Cardin feigned 
indignation . 

Velvet giggled. "Of course you do! You're two of my favorites!" She 
hugged them both at the same time. 

Cardin laughed. "Ok, let's get out of here." 

Pretty soon. Sky and Dove were the only two left in the cafeteria. 
Dove was still writhing in pain on the ground. Sky was somewhat 
skeptical. "Did he really hit you that hard Dove?" 

"Shut up." Dove squeaked out through gritted teeth. 

**A/N: ** 

**I probably forgot to mention this before, but this is going to be 
an AU. The original plan for this story was for it to follow the 
plotline of Rwby volume 2, but somewhere along the way, I got way too 
ahead of myself and before I knew it, I had a whole new story planned 
out. So with the way things are looking now, I will include elements 
from volume 2 but ultimately, follow a different storyline. If you 
have any ideas to make this better or just any ideas or thoughts in 
general, then please don't hesitate to put it in the comments. As 



always, thanks for reading! Oh yeah, I'm curious to know how you guys 
felt about the World Cup. I was actually going for Argentina, but I 
have to admit, Germany was the better all around team. Oh well 


8 . Quick FAQ 

So I've seen a lot of other authors do this kind of thing, so I 
decided that I would too. I find reviews to be extremely encouraging 
and helpful, so here we go. 

Tommy2 98 : 

Nahh, don't worry about that bro, I've pretty much got the whole 
story planned out at this point, they'll be making an appearance 
again pretty soon ; ) 

Metimesthree : 

Thanks bro 

KrautYank : 

Thanks dude! And you can expect to see your marines within the next 
couple of chapters, thanks for the input! 

JosephAllan32 : 

That's a good idea, I probably will. Thanks dawg. 

Dreadlord Sinister: 

Yeah... I kinda realized that after you pointed it out. I'm going to 
hold back on his dialogue a little bit. Thanks for pointing that out. 

:) 


blaseingf ire : 
lol 

Deviouskid45 : 
hahaha, my bad 
Cookieboi : 

Agree with you bro, will do! 

SpeedyNaomi : 

Thanks! I appreciate the support. What is the name of your story? 
I'll be sure to look into it. All hail 
Naomi ! 

zombiehamlet : 

Dude...Messi honestly choked so hard that game lol. Actually, 
Argentina pretty much did as a whole. That last shot by Germany was 
too clutch though. They deserved it. 



guest : 


Thanks! And aight. I'll try to keep that POV thing in 
mind . 

guest : 

Yeah they'll learn about the White Fang soon enough 
haha 

someguy : 

Ok, I'll definitely see what I can do about that. Thanks for the 
advice . 

scorpionsbane : 

Thanks dude ! 
weasel : 
thanks ! 

Theeliteducky : 

Thanks dawg, both Torchwick and the other ODST ' s will eventually play 
a big part . 

alexisg2 0 0 : 

hahaha yeah I noticed that. Don't worry. I'll try to make him less 
annoying lol 

Axcel : 

Actually to my understanding, ODST armor only carries around a 
limited supply of oxygen. Eventually, an ODST will have to breathe in 
the natural air on whatever planet they're on. If that were the case, 
sleeping gas would feinately be able to get through. That's just 
something I read on the wiki though, could be wrong 
haha 

dghornick : 

Thanks man! An yeah, I'm going to try and fix Romeo up a little bit. 
Nahh, I've just been really busy lately lol 

Cpl . Leon: 

That's an interesting idea. I'll definately consider it. ; ) 


9. The Twins and The Rangers 

* *Yeah ... sorry for the late update, but I've been extremely busy with 
things like college applications and essays. Hopefully I can get all 
of my applications submitted sometime in the near future so I can get 
all that dumb shit out of the way lol. Anyways, here's the next 
chapter, hope you like it!** 



><p>It was mid-afternoon by the time the ODST ' s finished setting 
their room up properly. They had thrown out all of the bookshelves as 
none of the had the slightest of interest in books. There was 
originally a desk and a chair on either side of the door as one 
walked in. The ODST ' s had thrown the one on the left side out 
completely to make room for four lockers to store their equipment in. 
These lockers weren't the high-tech ones the students used that could 
fly to random locations, but they were good enough. The desk on the 
right side had been replaced with a bigger desk.<p> 

A giant screen with views from twelve different cameras could be seen 
on it. The cameras had been previously set up by Ozpin's staff. They 
were placed in a circle around the outer borders of Beacon grounds. A 
large keyboard was set in front of the screen. It could be used to 
control the cameras themselves. The scopes on each of the cameras 
could be rotated around in coordination to a set of functions 
conducted on the keyboard. The keyboard could also be used to toggle 
the cameras' night-vision and heat-seeking modes. Each camera also 
came equipped with motion detectors. Any movement within a radius of 
twenty-five yards would set off the cameras. A small siren was hooked 
onto the screen in the ODST ' s room. Should any camera be set off, the 
siren would flash red and vibrate. Upon setup completion, Ozpin had 
personally instructed each of the ODST ' s on how to use the 
equipment . 

The ODST ' s wondered how Ozpin had gotten his hands on such high 
technology. After all, from where they came, the only people that had 
access to this type of stuff worked for the government. And they all 
knew Ozpin didn't. The fact that he knew how to use them only drew 
out even more questions. "Just out of curiosity, how did you learn to 
operate all of this stuff?" Buck asked the headmaster. He was voicing 
all of their thoughts. 

"I may be the headmaster here, but I'm still a huntsman." Ozpin 
replied. "Some of my previous missions required me to work with 
technology a lot more than others. I learned most of my skills from 
those missions." 

"I see," Buck nodded a few times. "And does your school usually just 
keep this kind of stuff lying around?" 

Ozpin chuckled. "No, I had to specifically ask for it." He explained. 
"I have connections all around this city. I reached out to some of my 
old friends in the FIBV (Federal Investigation Bureau of Vale) , and 
told them about hiring you guys. It really is fortunate they agreed 
to provide us with the equipment that we needed. Knowing the right 
people makes things much easier. It's rather difficult to try and go 
strike it out on your own these days." 

"That statement's true no matter where you are." Buck said 
knowingly . 

"That is true." Ozpin agreed. "Well then, gentlemen, I believe we are 
done here. Those cameras will be running 24/7 and the motion 
detectors are responsive. I'm not expecting trouble anytime too soon, 
but just as a precaution, the alarm system has been synchronized with 
each of your scrolls already. Should anything tip off the sensors. 



you will each receive a notice. But again, I don't think you'll need 
to worry about that anytime soon. Is there anything else you 
need? " 

Buck took a quick glance over his squad. "No, I think we're fine for 
now, thank you." 

"Alright then. Oh, and Mr. J.D, I appreciate what you did for Ms. 
Scarlatina today during lunch. I really wish more of my students 
could take direct action like that. You have my very deepest 
gratitude." Ozpin said to The Rookie. Then he shut the door as he 
walked out . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"Gosh, it's getting soooo cold right now." Yang 
shivered . <p> 

"S-s-s-s-seriously . " Her friend Meredy agreed with clattering teeth. 
"W-w-w-why are w-we e-even s-s-sitting out h-here?" The two friends 
were sitting out on the patio of a small cafA© downtown. With the sun 
beginning to set, the temperature was dropping by the minute. There 
were two others that were with them before, but they had left 
already. The two girls decided to go sit down inside, where it was 
much warmer. 

"Are you going to Lindsay Malone's party tonight?" Meredy asked once 
they had settled in. She was wearing a beige jacket over a pink 
undershirt with white jeans and brown fur boots. She also had a pink 
scarf around her neck. Her and Yang were sitting across from each 
other at a small round table. 

"I don't know yet." Yang sighed. "I'm still pretty tired from the one 
last night to be honest. But, Lindsay Malone's parties _are_ pretty 
turnt . " 

"Yeah, don't forget Matt Jones is going too." Meredy flashed her 
eyebrows . 

Yang laughed. "Then I'm guessing you are too?" 

"No way!" Meredy shuddered with disgust. "I heard that Zancrow Slayer 
is gonna be there too, you know how I feel about him." 

Yang laughed again, harder this time. "Really?! Who in the world 
invited _him_? 

"Beats me." Meredy shrugged. "But I'm definately sitting this one 
out." She subconsciously ran her fingers through her long and wavy 
pink hair. Yang couldn't help but smile. If there was anyone who came 
close to valuing their hair as much as she did, it was 
Meredy . 

Meredy was Yang's best friend at Signal and they had graduated 
together. But because her mother had fallen ill soon after that, 
Meredy had decided not to apply to Beacon so that she could look 
after her. Meredy had actually been adopted by her mother when she 
was very young so the two of them shared an extremely strong bond. 

But now that her mother was getting a lot better, Meredy had decided 
she would apply next year. It would put her a year behind Yang, but 



neither of them really cared about that. "So are you going to the 
party or not?" Meredy now asked Yang again. 

"I better not." Yang yawned. "Wayy too tired to deal with Zancrow 
Slayer" She added jokingly. 

Meredy smirked in return. "Well, I gotta go home and make dinner now 
so you better figure that stuff out soon!" Meredy took a fifty from 
her wallet and tossed it on the table. "Don't worry," She winked. 
"I'll cover the bill, you can keep the change." 

"It's the least you could do." Yang grumbled feigning loneliness. 
"Leaving me here all by myself and all." 

Meredy laughed. "C'ya!" 

"That's the real reason you're not going isn't it?" Yang asked as 
Meredy was walking away. 

Her friend turned around with a look of surprise on her face. Yang 
seemed serious all of the sudden. 

"You want to take care of your mom, that's why you're not going to 
the party isn't it?" Yang clarified her question. 

The surprise eventually faded from Meredy 's face. She grinned. "Bye, 
Yang!" She walked out of the cafA© and got on her black and pink 
motorcycle. She put on a pink helmet and sped off down the 
street . 

Yang smiled as she watched her go, then stood up and stretched 
herself out. She decided she'd go back to Beacon and call it a night. 
She excited the cafA© and began heading to the transport station. The 
next few moments happened in a blur. As Yang rounded a corner on the 
sidewalk, a figure suddenly ran into her, causing their heads to 
butt. Before she knew it, Yang found herself sitting on the cold 
sidewalk with a hand clutching her head in pain. "Didn't anyone ever 
tell you how it's a good idea to watch where you're going?" She 
growled, a little aggravated. 

"I'm s-sorry." The other person stammered apologetically. 

Yang took a closer look at the other person. It was a girl. She had 
short black hair and wore a flashy red skirt under a red jacket with 
high-heeled boots. Yang recognized her instantly. About a week ago, 
her uncle, Qrow, had asked her to help look for somebody. The search 
eventually lead Yang to a nightclub, where she had met Junior, and a 
pair of twins. Long story short, the club had been set on fire, the 
twins were beat up, and Junior had been arrested. This person in 
front of her now probably felt a lot of resentment, and Yang wasn't 
going to take any chances. She immediately jumped up and adopted a 
fighting stance, only to be surprised when the girl in red barely 
made any sort of reaction. Instead, she just sat there and cast her 
eyes downwards. Yang thought she heard something else. _A sob? Is she 
crying? _ 

As the girl slowly looked up, Yang could see the tears in her eyes. 
_So she was crying, huh? _Yang relaxed slightly. The dejected girl 
didn't seem like a threat in her current state. They made eye 
contact, then recognition dawned on the other girl's eyes and they 



went wide with fear. She quickly scooted back a few paces. "W-What 
are you doing here? What do you want?" She demanded hysterically. 

Yang could tell she was panicking. She dropped her fighting posture 
and put her hands up in a peaceful gesture. "Whoa there, calm down, 
I'm not going to hurt you." She said in a rather soothing voice. 

The girl didn't seem convinced. "P-Please, stay away from me." She 
pleaded in a small voice. 

Yang chuckled, slightly amused. She spread her hands out in an open 
gesture. "Oh, come on! I can't be _that _terrif ying ! " She said 
cheerfully. She walked up to the other girl and held a hand out. 
"Here, let me help you up." She offered. The other girl stared at 
Yang's hand uncertainly, causing the latter to roll her eyes. Yang 
sighed. "Look, if I was looking to start a fight again, I would of 
already done it. Trust me." That seemed to convince the other girl. 
She slowly took Yang's hand and allowed herself to be pulled up by 
the blonde. 

Yang smiled. "See? That wasn't so bad now was it?" The other girl 
just stared down at her own feet. Yang deadpanned. She tried a 
different approach. "My name's Yang by the way, I don't think we've 
properly met yet . " 

To her surprise, the other girl actually responded. "I'm Miltia." She 
whispered . 

"Miltia." Yang repeated. "That's a cool name. Soo...uh, Miltia, are 
you okay?" It was obvious she was upset about something. 

Miltia shook her head. Tears began welling inside her eyes again. "I 
got separated with my sister and now I can't find her anywhere!" She 
sniffed quietly. 

_"_Oh . " Said Yang. She smiled. This Miltia reminded her of how Ruby 
had used to act whenever they had gotten separated as kids. "Did you 
try calling her or something?" Yang asked. 

Miltia shook her head again. "My scroll's dead." 

"Hmmm, well, how long have you been lost?" 

"The whole afternoon, I don't know what to do!" Miltia wailed 
helplessly, raising her voice slightly. She had never been separated 
from her twin for this long before. Miltia wasn't used to being 
alone, and whenever Melanie wasn't with her, she would always feel 
lost or scared. 

"Hey, hey, that's okay." Yang tried making her tone as comforting as 
possible. "Come on. I'll help you! We can find her together." She 
finished enthusiastically. She really didn't know why she was helping 
someone who had just been trying to 'teach her a lesson' a week ago. 
But for some reason, her instincts were telling her that this girl 
really wasn't a bad person. She was just lost and needed help, so 
Yang couldn't just leave her. 

Miltia pretty much stopped crying immediately. She looked up at Yang, 
her eyes big and full of hope. "W-Would you really do that for 
me?" 



Yang laughed. "Of course! But, you have to stop crying, that's not 
gonna help with anything." 

"I will, I promise!" Miltia quickly accepted the terms and wiped away 
her tears. She was feeling a lot happier all of the sudden. 

Yang studied the girl for a few seconds. _She ' s actually kinda cute, 
_she thought. "Alright then, where was the last place you saw 
her? " 

"We were at the mall..." Miltia paused for a few moments to recollect 
her thoughts. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Flashback : <strong> 

"Wait for me right here ok? I'll be back in a few minutes." Melanie 
instructed Miltia. Miltia nodded. Melanie turned around and headed 
into the bathroom. Miltia stood outside waiting as she watched people 
walk by. There was a family of four walking in front of her. The kids 
were chasing each other around while the parents laughed as they 
watched them. Miltia had to look away. It reminded her too much of 
her own family all those years ago. As she was turning her head away, 
something in the store next to her caught her eye. She walked inside 
to examine the item. She smiled. This was perfect. She bought two and 
walked back outside. 

Miltia caught a glimpse of a white jacket and long black hair walking 
out of the mall. _0h no! _She thought. Melanie must not have seen her 
in the store and had gone out looking for her! She quickly ran after 
her sister and exited the mall. She looked left and right. She saw 
the long black hair again. She quickly caught up. "Melanie! Melanie! 
I'm right here!" She tapped her sister on the shoulder and Melanie 
turned around. Only, it wasn't actually Melanie. 'Melanie', turned 
out to be just a random guy with really long black hair. But if 
Melanie wasn't outside, then ... Milt ia turned around and ran back into 
the mall and towards the bathrooms. Melanie wasn't there. She went 
inside the bathroom, still no Melanie. 

Miltia was starting to panic. Maybe Melanie really did go outside. 

She ran out of the mall again looking around frantically. Her sister 
was still nowhere to be seen. 

■jk" "jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>End Flashback : <strong> 

"And that's when I started looking all around town and eventually ran 
into you." Miltia finished her story. 

"I see," Yang nodded. "Well, why don't we head back to the mall and 
start from there? Who knows, your sister might still be 
there . " 

Miltia agreed with the idea and the two started to walk over to the 
mall side by side. 


"You know, it might be helpful in the future if you charge your 
scroll the night before, that way it won't die out on you when you 



need it." Yang suggested as they were walking. 

"Oh..." Miltia hesitated. "Well... we don't exactly have a place _to 
_charge it really." 

Yang looked over at her skeptically. "You don't have a wall socket in 
your house? Psh, that is one lame excuse." 

"Well, it's more like we don't have a house..." Miltia finished 
uncertainly . 

"What?!" Yang was incredulous. "What do you mean you don't have a 
house? " 

Miltia stared at her feet as she continued walking. She wasn't sure 
if she should tell this to anybody. But, this Yang girl _was _helping 
her. She decided she could trust the blonde. "We worked for the club 
under a private contract signed with Mr. Xiong," Miltia explained. 

"We were allowed a place to stay in exchange for our protection 
services. But our contract expired as soon as he was arrested. We 
were pretty much kicked out after that." 

"Oh." Yang realized she was the main cause for this and tried to hide 
her guilty expression. 

Miltia noticed it. "It's okay you know." She smiled slightly. "I 
don't blame you for anything. I never liked working there 
anyways . " 

Yang felt a little bit better at that, but only a little. Then a 
sudden thought struck her. "Why _did _you guys work for someone like 
him in the first place? From what I can tell, you're nothing like any 
of those guys at the club. In fact, you actually remind me a lot of 
my little sister. Why hang around a bunch of low-life scum?"_ 

><em> 

A sad expression crossed Miltia 's face. "We never had much of a 
choice." She said quietly. 

"What do you mean?" Yang was puzzled. "You always have a 
choice . " 

"No, not us." Miltia closed her eyes briefly and took a deep breath. 
"It wasn't always like this though. We used to have a normal life. We 
had a big house, fancy cars, we even went to combat school." She 
paused momentarily, the gaze in her eyes seemed distant. "We had a 
family back then, we were actually happy." 

"Why do you keep using the past-tense?" Yang asked. 

"They're gone." Miltia answered solemnly. "Me and my sister came home 
one day to find our house had burned down. We're the only ones 
left . " 

Yang's eyes widened. This girl had a way more complex background than 
what she was expecting. She really didn't know what to say. This 
whole time, Yang had been trying to lighten the mood, but it just 
seemed to keep getting darker. "Hey, I'm sorry," She finally managed. 
"I shouldn't have asked, it's really none of my business." 



"It's okay," Miltia dismissed, 
kind of stuff . " 


"I feel like I can trust you with this 


Yang was taken aback. "B-But we just met like half an hour ago." She 
stammered. "And then there's that whole thing with the club, I 
thought you'd hate me." 

"We got off to a bad start," Miltia agreed. "But you're still helping 
me right now aren't you? I guess I trust you because you're the first 
person that's shown me any sort of kindness at all for a long 
time . " 

"What about your sister?" 

"She's more bossy and protective than nice and caring." Miltia 
grinned rather ruefully. "But she's still the best." 

Yang had to smile at that. She wondered how Ruby thought of her 
nowadays. "Well, you're right. You can definitely trust me Miltia." 
Yang promised. Miltia smiled too. The two girls walked the rest of 
the way to the mall without saying a word. 

The shopping center was relatively empty by the time they got there. 
There was barely any sunlight left and Melanie was nowhere to be 
found. They tried searching inside the mall, but came up empty 
handed. Yang's was thinking hard. _What would I do if I was trying to 
find Ruby? _She glanced around her surroundings. Most of the city 
lights had already lit up and the restaurants around them were 
beginning to get busy with some of them already having lines waiting 
outside . 

"You know, the observation tower looks pretty cool with all those 
neon lights and everything." Miltia observed. 

Yang turned to look at the tower and agreed. The Vale observation 
tower was located near the center of the city. It was the tallest 
building in Vale and a major tourist attraction. During a clear day, 
people could see just about anywhere in downtown and it was a great 
way to spectate the city lights at night. Yang paused in her 
thoughts. _Wait a minute. An observation deck with a view of the 
whole city? _Yang suddenly knew where to find Miltia' s sister. She 
pulled out her scroll as another idea was beginning to form in her 
head already. She made a quick call. "Heyy, Meredy..." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Melanie was staring through one of the binoculars on the top 
level of the observation tower. Outwardly, she had a calm demeanor. 
The people around her just assumed she was taking in the sights. But 
Melanie was frantic on the inside. She had been at the tower for 
nearly the whole afternoon using the binoculars to scan the streets 
for her sister. With it being almost dark outside now, Melanie knew 
her chances of finding Miltia were getting slim. She sighed and 
reluctantly stepped away from the binoculars. There wasn't enough 
light to see out of them now. She would have to continue on foot. She 
expected the search to take at least a few more hours. <p> 

What Melanie didn't expect was for the elevator doors to open and to 
see Miltia running at her the next second at full speed. Her sister 



slammed into her and squeezed her in a tight hug. "Melanie! Melanie! 
We finally found you!" Miltia exclaimed, full of happiness. 

Melanie was too shocked to speak at first, but eventually recovered. 
She slowly returned the hug for a few seconds, then broke it off and 
crossed her arms. "And where exactly have you been all this time?" 

She scolded. "I've been looking for you the entire afternoon." 

"I've been looking for you too!" Miltia responded, a big smile still 
plastered on her face. 

Melanie was happy and relieved that her sister was safe, but she made 
an effort not to show it. She rolled her eyes instead. "I can always 
count on you to get yourself into trouble. Seriously, didn't I tell 
you to wait for me?" 

Miltia 's expressions lit up even more at that. "Yeah, but I saw these 
in the art store!" She pulled out the two identical objects she had 
bought earlier that day and handed one of them to Melanie. 

Melanie examined it. It was just a beaded bracelet that read 'Sisters 
4 Ever.' Melanie gave a pained expression. _How stupid. _"Miltia, how 
many times do I have to tell you that we need to spend money on stuff 
that actually matters, like food, or clothing. Or anything at all 
besides dumb and worthless baby toys." 

"But Mel," Miltia protested. "Don't you think they're cute?" 

"No." Melanie replied shortly. 

Miltia' s face dropped into a crestfallen expression. 

Melanie noticed it and sighed. It was hard to stay angry for long at 
her sister. She rolled her eyes again. "But, since you've already 
bought them, I suppose I'll have to hold on to mine now. No use in 
wasting the money after all." 

The smile eventually returned to Miltia 's face, she knew that that 
was probably as nice as Melanie was ever going to get. 

"Well, at least I've finally found you." Melanie went on 
muttering . 

"No," Miltia corrected. "_We _found _you_! " 

"Whatever." Melanie shrugged dismissively . "Wait a minute, who's 
we?" 


"She would be talking about me." A new voice came in. 

Melanie turned towards the voice and immediately recognized Yang. She 
instinctively took a step towards the blonde. "What are _you _doing 
here?" She demanded. _ 

><em> 

To Melanie's surprise, the blonde simply chuckled. "I like the view." 
She shrugged. 


Melanie scowled and took another step towards Yang, but felt a light 
touch on her shoulder. 



"No sis, it's ok." Miltia reassured gently. "She's been helping me 
look for you all afternoon. We're friends now." 


Yang winked at Melanie, which only made the latter narrow her eyes. 
"It really is just one bad decision after the other with you today 
isn't it?" She said to Miltia, then turned back to Yang. "What do you 
want ? " 

"You guys seem to be in a tough spot right now." Yang replied. "I 
thought I'd help out." 

"Ha, that's a good one." Melanie snorted sarcast ically . 

"No, it's true." Miltia chirped in. "She's offered us a place to stay 
and everything, and she's done nothing but help me out this whole 
time . " 

Melanie turned her gaze to Miltia. "No, the only thing she's done is 
cloud your judgement. Seriously, what's gotten into you 
today? " 

"That's not true." Miltia protested. "She's actually a really nice 
person sis. We just got off on the wrong foot, that's all. Please 
Mel, think about this, I don't want to spend another night in that 
old motel . " 

"It'd really be no problem you know." Yang spoke up once again. "I've 
been through some tough times myself. I know how hard it can 

be. " 

Melanie was trying hard to read the blonde's expression for any sign 
of malice or deceit, but could only find honest sincerity. The only 
thing she didn't quite get was why. She felt another tug on her 
shoulder. "Please Melanie. _Please?_" Miltia was pleading with big 
round eyes. Melanie tried to ignore her sister, but with little 
success. She thought about her options. The motel they were staying 
in was sub-par to say the least. The walls were molding and rats and 
cockroaches could often be seen running around the place. There was 
also no running electricity, but it was the best the twins could 
afford with the money Melanie had stolen from the club the night they 
were kicked out. The only problem was that money was running dry. The 
blonde seemed to be honest enough. And her offer would bring them 
stability. But Melanie still didn't fully trust her. And then of 
course, there was Miltia' s expression. The expression that could 
almost always break her resolve. Melanie eventually let out a long 
sigh . "Fine . " 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>The Milkovich residence was located in the upper-class area of 
Vale. It wasn't exactly a mansion like the rest of its neighborhood, 
but everything from the inside out was custom-made by some of the 
best architects in the entire kingdom. As a result, it was also 
probably worth the most. The house itself only had two residents. The 
owner, Ms. Milkovich and her adopted daughter Meredy. Ms. Milkovich 
had previously held the title as the Vice President of Rolux, one of 
the most high-end watch designer brands of all of Remnant. However, 
she had become seriously ill the previous year and had to take a 
leave of absence from work. But the company had held the spot for her 



and now that she was getting better, she would be returning to her 
job soon.<p> 

Meredy had gone home that evening expecting another normal night. So 
she was more than a little surprised when Yang had called in for a 
favor. Her friend had told her the story about the twins, telling her 
that they needed a place to stay. The guest room in Milkovich's house 
was vacant so the twins could easily be accommodated . And it just so 
happened that Ms. Milkovich was a generous person. She had agreed to 
Yang's request with little hesitation, on the condition that Yang had 
dinner with them that night . 

The twins were quiet for the most part at the dinner table, which 
created a few awkward moments. But it wasn't too painful. Yang and 
Meredy 's mom did most of the talking as they caught up with each 
other. After dinner, Meredy showed the twins to their room. Miltia 
had been awestruck by the beauty of the house. She only got even more 
excited when she saw the guest room. "Wow! This place looks so cool!" 
She exclaimed. Melanie was also impressed by the house, but did 
little to show it. 

Meredy giggled. "Glad you like it, because this is going to be your 
new home now." 

Miltia 's eyes got even brighter and Melanie gave a small smile. 

"Thank you for letting us stay here." The latter said simply. "You 
didn't have to do this." 

"Don't worry about it." Meredy replied in a similar fashion. "It's 
not like we ever use this room anyways." 

There was a period of awkward silence that followed. Meredy did have 
a lot to say, but knew that it probably wasn't the right time yet. 
"Well, I'm going to go help my mom clean up. I'll see you guys in the 
morning!" She cheerfully dismissed herself. 

The twins were left on by themselves in the guest room. Miltia was 
bouncing on the bed energetically while Melanie was still trying to 
wrap her head around everything that had happened. They had pretty 
much gone from homeless to living the life within a span of literally 
a few hours. Truth be told, Melanie wasn't sure if she was dreaming 
or not . 

"See? What did I tell you Mel?" Miltia interrupted her sister's 
thoughts. "Isn't this great?" 

Melanie gave Miltia a long look. "We'll see." She eventually 
answered . 

It was then that Yang entered the room. "Well, I'm about to head back 
so I thought I'd check up on you guys. So how is everything?" She 
asked with a smile. 

"Everything is wonderful!" Miltia beamed. "Thank you so much for 
everything Yang!" 

"Oh, don't worry about that." Yang waved off. "It's the least I could 
do really. Besides, Meredy and her Mom are the ones who actually came 
through for us . " 



"But it wouldn't have been possible without you." Miltia insisted. 

She walked up to Yang and gave the blonde a tight hug. Yang was 
caught off guard at first, but eventually returned the hug warmly. It 
was then that she noticed the piercing glare Melanie was giving her. 
"You and I need to talk." Melanie stated cooly. "I'll be waiting for 
you outside." And just like that, she walked out of the room. 

Yang nodded. "Yeah, I kinda figured this was coming." She chuckled 
slightly. The blonde patted Miltia on the shoulder. "Take care of 
yourself Miltia, I'll come and visit you soon alright?" 

Miltia 's smile grew bigger. "Sure thing Yang, and don't worry. 

Melanie isn't really as bad as you'd think." 

"I'll keep that in mind." Yang winked. Then she went back downstairs 
and excited through the front door. Melanie was leaning against the 
outside of the house with her arms crossed. Yang walked up and leaned 
back against the wall next to her. A moment of silence followed as 
neither of them spoke a word. Yang was beginning to feel awkward. 
"Sooo, nice night, huh?" She tried to break the tension. 

"Cut the crap." Melanie said sharply. She was going to get straight 
to the point. "I don't trust you." She put bluntly. "And I don't know 
what you're trying to accomplish here. But don't think for one second 
that I'm as easy as my sister. You try anything sneaky and I will 
kill you." She promised threateningly. 

"Well, gosh. Someone really needs to learn how to loosen up a little. 
Sheesh." Yang said ruefully. "What do I look like to you?" 

Melanie ignored the question. "Why are you helping us?" She demanded. 
"What do you have to gain from all of this?" 

"I already told you, you guys looked like you were in a tough spot. 
Just helping out, that's all." Yang tried explaining. "You're welcome 
by the way." She added rather cheekily. 

"Who even asked for your help in the first place?" Melanie shot back. 
"We were doing just fine before all this." 

Yang gave her a skeptical look. "Were you?" 

Melanie narrowed her eyes. "What are you trying to say?" 

Yang sighed. This chick was pretty tough. "Miltia told me about how 
you got kicked out ok? I guess I kind of felt guilty about it. 
Besides, I know what losing a parent is like too. I couldn't just 
leave you guys on your own." 

"I see. Miltia decided to just tell you the whole story didn't she?" 
Melanie's voice had lowered down, but was still nowhere near 
friendly. "Don't think you have it all figured out. You don't know 
anything about us, and it's probably going to stay that way. I'll be 
keeping a close eye on you, so be careful." Melanie finished. Then 
she stood up and walked back into the house. 

"Jeez, what in the world is her deal?" Yang said aloud to herself. She 
sighed. She had tried her best already. It was then that she noticed 
how late it was. "Well, I better start heading back then." 



><p>It was already dark outside as Blake and Weiss excited the 'Vale 
Museum of Art and Literature'. There was a significant amount of 
people who had come to tour the museum on its first day of opening. 
The two friends had pretty much spent the entire day there just 
because it had so many exhibits inside. <p> 

"What an amazing place they've constructed ! " Weiss exclaimed with 
enthusiasm. "Everything in there was such a precise representation of 
the art culture and its impact on us. They honestly should've opened 
this sooner . " 

"It was unique." Blake agreed simply. "Not quite what I was 
expecting, but intriguing at the same time." 

"How could it not be?" Weiss continued her mini rant. "Oh, and don't 
even get me started on the '_Vieille Femme'. _That was an absolute 
masterpiece if I ever saw one. Such an exceptional piece of art! No 
wonder it's worth so much." There was no response from Blake this 
time. "Hey Blake, are you listening?" Weiss looked over at the cat 
f aunus . 

Blake was staring directly ahead in silence. She pointed with her 
finger. Weiss looked over to the place she indicated and saw that a 
large crowd had gathered around a Bank. News crews and police cars 
could be seen as well. "Looks like trouble." Blake finally 
spoke . 

"You think?" Weiss replied sarcast ically . "Come on, let's find out 
what's going on." The two girls went up and squeezed through the 
crowd until they were at the front of it. "Well, that's not good." 
Weiss commented dryly. 

A man in a ski mask was holding a woman hostage at gunpoint. A duffel 
bag hung on his back and a smashed ATM machine could be seen behind 
him. Police officers with their guns drawn were trying to surround 
the robber, but his back was to the Bank wall, so there wasn't a way 
to get behind him. 

"Don't come any closer!" The robber shouted. "I'll kill her! I swear 
to Monty I'll kill her!" 

The officers stopped their advance. 

"Give me an escape vehicle and I'll let her go!" The robber 
demanded . 

"Sir, calm yourself." One of the officers tried to soothe the 
perpetrator. "Let's be civil about this. Put the gun down." 

"NO! Back off!" The robber barked aggressively. "If the car's not 
here in the next two minutes, I'm killing her." 

Hushed gasps swept through the crowd of people watching the scene 
unfold. A few of the officers walked over and pushed the crowd 
farther away from all of the commotion. 

Weiss knew the situation was getting worse by the second. "We should 
do something." She said to Blake, who nodded in agreement. Weiss 



began dialing the numbers on her scroll to send her locker over, but 
before she could type in the full code, a cry of pain came from the 
robber. Weiss looked up in time to see that a black arrow had lodged 
itself into the robber's gun arm. As he stumbled back in pain, his 
hold on the hostage loosened and she broke free. Two police officers 
were instantly at her aid. 

Before the robber could fully recover, a figure suddenly seemed to 
appear in front of him out of thin air. The newcomer was wearing a 
hooded cloak, which covered up all his other features. The hooded man 
advanced on the robber quickly and twisted the arm that had the gun, 
disarming him quickly. The robber cried out in pain once again. He 
tried to swing his duffel bag at the cloaked man with his other arm, 
but the other man nimbly dodged it. A quick punch from the hooded 
figure knocked the robber out cold and he fell to the ground without 
another sound. 

It had all happened in a matter of seconds. And as soon as the police 
had the unconscious robber cuffed, the hooded figure seemed to vanish 
into the background. But most of the people there had seen enough to 
guess who the mysterious person was. A Ranger. 

Not much was actually known about the Rangers. They were as 
mysterious as the organization they belonged to. The Ranger Corps: 
Vale's elite reconnaissance unit. Rangers were known for their 
uncanny ability to make themselves seemingly disappear into the 
background under their cloaks and notorious for their deadly accuracy 
with their trademark weapon: the longbow. The saying went that if a 
Ranger missed, then he missed on purpose. There were many rumors that 
went around about Rangers. Some claimed that they practiced some sort 
of dark magic. Others would say that they were walking spirits. But 
everyone knew that they were not people to be crossed and were 
extremely good at what they did. 

Blake knew it better than anyone. A countless number of her previous 
White Fang operations had been completely thwarted by the 
intervention of a Ranger. She had seen a force of ten be cut down to 
four within a matter of seconds right in front of her eyes. Blake 
remembered how accurate their shooting was and how fast they were at 
reloading. Fighting them was nearly impossible. Their ability to 
disappear and reappear again made them extremely difficult to 
pinpoint. Back then, word of a Ranger in the area used to send 
shivers down her spine. Needless to say, she was glad she didn't have 
to worry about them anymore. 

"Well, it looks like that's that." Weiss interrupted Blake's 
thoughts . 

"Y-yeah." Blake agreed distractedly as she watched the robber's body 
get dragged into the backseat of a police cruiser.. "I guess it 

is . " 

Weiss narrowed her eyes slightly. "Come on, let's get something to 
eat, I think that's enough action for one day." Blake nodded. The two 
friends left the scene and settled at a small diner a few blocks 
down. Neither one of them were particularly hungry so they both just 
ordered drinks . 

"You saw all of that right?" Weiss asked after they had relaxed a 
little bit. 



"Yeah. " 


Blake answered simply. "Rangers. 


"You know, I don't get those people." Weiss took a sip of her drink. 
"How can someone live in so much secrecy? They cut themselves off 
from the rest of the world and completely throw their old lives away. 
And for what? The greater good? I don't believe it." 

Blake raised her eyebrows. "You seem to know a lot about them." She 
observed curiously. 

"Anyone could tell just by looking at them!" Weiss exclaimed with 
some heat. "Sneaking around in their little cloaks like cowards. Just 
looking at one grinds my gears. I honestly don't get why so many 
people respect them." 

"I see." Blake nodded slowly. She could tell that there was more 
behind Weiss's grudge against the Rangers, but ultimately decided not 
to press the subject. "Well, it's kind of getting late." She switched 
topics. "We should get back." 

"I guess you're right." Weiss reached for her wallet to pay, but 
found that her pocket was empty. "Oh great." She mumbled. 

"Looking for something?" Blake and Weiss turned to see a boy around 
their age standing at the end of their table. He had clean, blond 
hair that was combed to the side and his face was incredibly 
handsome. Not to mention that he was also well-built. But what stood 
out the most was the long black cloak he was wearing. The same type 
of cloak a Ranger wore. 

Blake remained silent and subconsciously fixed her bow. This was 
perhaps the closest she'd ever been to a Ranger; and it made her feel 
rather uneasy. To her surprise, Weiss seemed completely unfazed. In 
fact, her face had begun to form into a frown. "Jake." The heiress's 
tone was cold. "What do you want?" 

Blake glanced at Weiss in surprise. "You know him?" 

Weiss nodded. "Unfortunately." She directed her attention back to the 
Ranger. "What are you doing here?" 

The Ranger grinned. "I found this on the ground. I think it's yours." 
He tossed a white wallet on to the table. "Feel free to thank me 
anytime now." He finished cheerfully with a grin. 

Blake was cautiously eyeing the Ranger. His face was friendly enough, 
but she could tell that there was steel in his eyes. There was no 
doubt in her mind that this Jake person had seen plenty of combat. 

She wondered if he was one of the Rangers she had encountered in the 
past . 

"Ok, thanks, whatever." Weiss snatched the wallet. "You can leave 
now . " 

The smile disappeared from Jake's face. "Still mad at me huh? Even 
after all this time?" 

"Not really." Weiss shrugged. "I just don't really care about 
you . " 



Jake laughed out loud. "Wow, that's pretty cold. Even for 
you . " 

Weiss wasn't amused. "Are you done?" 

Jake ignored her, and instead turned his gaze towards Blake. "Sorry 
for my bad manners, I'm Jake." He reached a hand out. 

Blake took it and shook the Ranger's hand. "Blake." She said simply. 
"That was an impressive shot by the way." 

Jake gave her a confused look. 

"I saw you on top of that building when you shot the robber in the 
arm." Blake explained plainly. 

"Ohh, is that so?" The amusement was clear in Jake's voice. "And how 
do you know that I wasn't the one who knocked him out?" He humorously 
flexed one of his arms. 

"Your hair is still in neat shape and there's no evidence of you 
sweating. I doubt that ' d be the case if you were exchanging punches 
with the robber." 

Jake's eyes shown with new-found interest. "Not a bad observation, 

I'm impressed. I guess I need to start watching my back when I'm 
around you now." 

Blake gave a small smile. 

"But yeah, you're right." Jake went on. "Harrison gets to do all of 
the fun stuff. Meanwhile I'm the one who gets to take notes and write 
reports . " 

"Excuse me," Weiss interrupted. "But if you're quite done flirting 
now then Blake and I have to go." 

Jake gave Weiss a long stare. His expression was unreadable. "You 
know, you never really gave me a chance to explain things to you." He 
said in a quiet voice. The Ranger seemed serious all of the 
sudden . 

"I don't want to hear your explanation." Weiss said sharply. "As far 
as I'm concerned, we have nothing to say to each other. So please, 
just get out of here." 

The Ranger nodded a few times slowly. "I see. Well, if that's how 
it's going to be, then I'll stay out of your way. Take care of 
yourself alright?" He turned to Blake. "Nice meeting you. I'll see 
you around." Blake acknowledged him with a simple wave. Then the 
Ranger was gone. 

Blake tried to read Weiss's expression. The anger and bitterness were 
definitely there. But beneath that there also seemed to be a lot pain 
and hurt. Weiss shook herself out of her daze. "Come on, let's get 
out of here." 



><p>Blake sat across from Weiss in the airship on the way back to 
Beacon. They were the only two passengers and it was completely 
silent. Normally, Blake wouldn't mind the silence, but she had a lot 
of questions on her mind and it was beginning to bother her. 
Eventually she had to say something. "So you actually know a Ranger?" 
She blurted out a little bit more sharply than she had 
intended . <p> 

But Weiss didn't seem to notice it. She snorted in an unladylike 
fashion. "Jake's no Ranger. Not yet at least. He's only training to 
be one. That other person he mentioned, Harrison, he's the Ranger 
who's training him. I've seen him a couple of times before. He used 
to come by my house and ask my father for information regarding the 
White Fang. But other than that, I don't know too much about 
him. " 


"What about Jake?" Blake asked carefully. She didn't want to get 
Weiss worked up again. 


The heiress sighed. "Jake and I have a bit of a ... history . " Weiss 
paused a moment to gather her thoughts. "You could say our 
relationship's always been kind of complicated. But . . . it ' s really 
hard to explain. I'll have to tell you about it sometime later. I'd 
rather not think about him right now." 


"It's ok, I get it." Blake was beginning to see the real reason why 
Weiss had a grudge against the Rangers. "I just thought it was 
interesting, that's all." 


"Hmph. That's a funny word for it." There was another brief moment of 
silence . 


"Ruby and Yang will probably be wondering where we've been all day." 
Blake changed the subject. 

"Just tell them we went to the museum. Let's keep the rest a secret 
between you and me ok?" Weiss gave a wink. 

Blake chuckled. "Sure. Whatever you say." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Ozpin watched from his office as the last airship shuttle for the 
day landed on the airstrip and two students got out. <em>Weiss Schnee 
and Blake Belladonna. What are they doing out so late? <em>He 
wondered . 

"I just don't see any logical reason behind it." Came Goodwitch from 
behind the headmaster. The huntress had been skeptical of Ozpin's 
decision to bring in the ODST ' s to help defend Beacon and the two 
were having a discussion about it. 

"You didn't see any logical reason for letting Ms. Rose attend." 

Ozpin pointed out. "And look at her now. She is no doubt one of the 
brightest students we have." 

"That's besides the point." Goodwitch objected. "We're talking about 
four complete strangers you literally picked up out of a dumpster. 
Four heavily armed strangers I might add. We don't have any 
background information on them. We've never seen anyone else like 



them before. We don't even know their full names for heavens sake!" 
Goodwitch's voice was rising in volume. "What were you 
thinking? " 

"You know these recent Grimm sightings are abnormal." Ozpin kept his 
calm demeanor. "We need people to take care of these things." 

"And the huntsman have been taking care of them." Goodwitch 
countered. "Teams have literally been out there patrolling the 
emerald forest for weeks now." 

"A huntsman's job is to protect the kingdom. I don't want that 
jeopardized because of my school." Ozpin reasoned. "Huntsman and 
Huntresses have busy lives. You and I know that better than anyone. 

By having our own security force, we're taking a load off of their 
already heavy shoulders." 

"But how do you know you can trust these men?" Goodwitch was still 
unconvinced. "Look what happened at lunch today. Someone could've 
gotten hurt . " 

"You're right, someone could've gotten hurt. If team CRDL had 
actually gotten into a fight with each other, who knows what kind of 
injuries we might have had?" Goodwitch hesitated. Ozpin waited a 
moment longer to let his words sink in. "I've talked to these people 
face to face Glynda. I can tell they're good men. I would not have 
let them in otherwise. They're smart and loyal. Those aren't 
qualities you can just find in anyone. I think that in time, you'll 
find they're assistance to be quite helpful." The headmaster finished 
with a small smile. 

"I suppose we'll just have to find out then." Goodwitch reluctantly 
gave in. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"I'm tellin you man, she was checkin me out." Romeo said with 
certainty as he laid back on his bed with his arms crossed. The rest 
of his squad were in their beds too. The ODST ' s had taken an airship 
into town earlier to eat dinner. The expenses were covered by Ozpin, 
of course. They had been back for about an hour now.<p> 

"Give it a rest Romeo." Mickey gave an exasperated sigh. "No one was 
checking you out. She was a waiter, they're literally supposed to be 
looking at you when you order." 

"Yeah? Well she was definitely staring at me way more than either one 
of you losers." Romeo shot back. 

"Yeah, only because you ordered half the freaking menu!" 

"You know I only did that so I could get her attention right?" Romeo 
smirked. "There's another valuable trick you can learn off of yours 
truly . " 

Mickey rolled his eyes. "Oh yeah, I'm sure that one works every 
single time." He muttered sarcast ically . 


"Take my advice and find a nice woman to settle down with Mickey." 
Buck joined the conversation. "Guys like Romeo tend to end up lonely 



and depressed when they get old." 


"Me?!" Romeo exclaimed in disbelief. "Yeah right. My pull game will 
be strong well into my eighties. You'll see." 

"Good luck with that." Buck snorted. 

"The food was actually pretty decent though." Mickey changed topics. 
"They even have wine here. Seriously, this place is way too similar 
to home . " 

"Too similar." Buck agreed. 

"I gotta say," Mickey went on. "This isn't really that bad. I really 
thought we were completely screwed at first." 

"Yeah, we got lucky. Let's just hope it's the same case for the rest 
of the guys out there." Buck looked out the window as he finished his 
sentence . 

"The captain's one smart woman." Romeo reassured Buck. "As long as 
none of those other fools fuck up, they'll be aight . " 

Buck raised an eyebrow. "Was that a compliment I heard coming out of 
your mouth Romeo?" 

Romeo shrugged. "That still doesn't mean she's not the controlling 
diva who wears the pants in your relationship; because she 

is . " 

Mickey let out an exasperated sigh. "No, no, no. We are _not _talking 
about this again." 

Buck turned a teasing expression on Mickey. "You know what we can 
talk about?" 

"What?" 

"Your date with the blondie tomorrow night." 

Mickey scowled. "How many times do I have to tell you guys that it's 
not a date?" 

"It's ok Mick, you're secret's safe with us." Romeo chuckled. "We all 
know deep down that you're tryna hit that." 

"You're just as bad as Romeo aren't you?" Buck grinned. 

"You know, I honestly thought that you of all people would have my 
back Gunny." Mickey feigned hurt. "But hey, at least J.D's still 
loyal . " 

Romeo turned to look at The Rookie, who was laying motionless on his 
bed. "Loyal? He's not even awake. Besides, he wouldn't have backed yo 
ass up anyways. J.D don't talk." 

Mickey thought about it for a moment. " Yeah ... true . " 

"Stop trying to change the subject though, how bout that 
date? " 



Mickey deadpanned. "Ok, that's it. I'm going to sleep. Bye." He 
flipped his covers over him without another word. 


That ' s when the alarm in front of the camera screen monitor started 
going off. 

"Oh you've got to be kidding me." Mickey groaned from under his 
blanket . 

"Looks like nap time's over boys." Buck jumped out of his bed and 
headed to his locker to grab his gear. Romeo followed suite. But not 
before excessively knocking on The Rookie's VISR to wake him up. The 
Rookie shook himself and clumsily got up to go get ready. 

Mickey was already in front of the screen. He switched the cameras to 
thermal imaging. "I've got five heat signatures. Camera 4." He 
reported . 

"Where is that again?" Romeo asked as he strapped on the last of his 
armor . 

Mickey pulled out the map Ozpin had given them which had all of the 
camera positions clearly marked. "The emerald forest." He read. 

Buck placed his helmet over his head. "Alright, Romeo, Rookie, with 
me. Mickey, you're on camera duty." 

"What? Why me?" 

"Because it's a task that I don't trust Romeo with." Buck replied 
simply . 

"And because I have a bigger gun than you." Romeo smirked. Mickey 
ignored him. 

"Turn on your comms to channel 1." Buck instructed. 

"Let's hope these things actually work." Romeo muttered. The 
earpieces Ozpin had given them didn't look anything like the standard 
ODST VISRCOM they were used to. 

"Let's move out." Buck called. Mickey watched as his squad headed out 
the door. Then he plopped down on the chair in front of the screens. 
"Whelp, this'll be fun." He huffed sarcast ically from under his 
breath . 
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"Checking comm links. Copy?" Buck spoke into his mic. 

"Check." Romeo replied. 

"Check." Mickey echoed. 

Buck didn't even bother waiting for a response from The Rookie as he 
knew he probably wasn't going to get one. "Mickey, I want you to 
contact the Headmaster and tell him about the situation." 

"Already did." Came Mickey from the other end. The younger COST was 
sitting in front of the monitor screen back in their dorm room. 

"There should be an airship waiting for you at the airstrip." 

"Roger that." Buck was now exciting the main entrance of the school 
and sure enough, a Bullhead could be seen in the distance. Romeo and 
The Rookie were following close behind him. "Can you tell what we're 
dealing with exactly?" Buck asked Mickey. 

Mickey switched the settings of Camera 4 on the screen to night 
vision. He could make out small, dark shapes. He zoomed in until he 
could make out distinct features. "It definitely looks like one of 
those Grimm things." He reported. "And by the looks of them it looks 
like they're..." Mickey pulled out a dossier Czpin had provided them 
with that included all the different types of known Grimm. 

" . . . Beowolves . " He read as he found a matching image to what he saw 
on the screen. 

"Should we be relived or worried?" Buck asked. 

Mickey briefly scanned through some of the notes on Beowolves. 
"They're labeled as low-threat. Doesn't seem like they should be too 
much of a problem. But it does say they're kinda fast, so there's 
that . " 

"Ck got it. Have there been any major changes at the target 
area? " 


"Nope, still five of them. They seem to be sniffing around a lot 
though. Might be looking for something." 


"Alright, keep us posted. Gut." Buck finished the transmission. He 
had arrived at the airstrip now and stepped into the Bullhead. The 



pilot inside turned around and greeted him. "Evening sir, I'm Gerry. 
Ozpin's assigned me to be your personal chauffeur. How can I be of 
service? " 

"Gerry, I need you to take us to the location of camera number 4." 
Buck said. 

"Camera 4 it is then!" Gerry saluted in an overly-cheerful fashion. 
"Get your boys onboard, we're about to fly!" 

Buck cast a dubious glance at Gerry from behind his VISR. Was this 
seriously supposed to be the guy that they'd have to rely on for air 
support? _He better not get us killed. _Romeo and The Rookie climbed 
into the Bullhead after Buck. Buck gave Gerry the thumbs up and the 
airship lifted off and turned towards the emerald forest. Buck looked 
out the side bay door as the transport zipped by the tree-line. Romeo 
let out a sigh. Buck rolled his eyes as he knew exactly what was 
coming . 

"Man, it hasn't even been two days and we're already back to doin 
this shit. I honestly should've just stayed with my desk job." The 
sharpshooter muttered bitterly. 

"We could always just drop you back off at the school if it's too 
much pressure for you to take." Buck said with a straight face. "Want 
me to hold your hand?" 

Romeo let out a short laugh. "Don't get your panties in a knot Gunny. 
We all know how much I'm needed here. Right Rookie?" 

The Rookie merely shrugged. 

Now it was Buck's turn to sigh. Romeo was no doubt the cockiest ODST 
he had ever met, and that was saying a lot. It was only all the more 
irritating that he was also one of the most-skilled. Most people 
would expect an ODST with Romeo's stat-sheet to be relatively modest. 
_At least he listens, _Buck thought. 

"Attention all passengers, this is your captain speaking, we're about 
two minutes away from our final destination, hold on to something 
tightly so you don't lose your marbles!" Gerry called back into the 
passenger bay. 

The ODST ' s exchanged a glance. "What the fuck is up with the pilot?" 
Romeo whispered under his breath. 

"Why don't you ask him yourself?" Buck suggested. 

"You're a real comedian Gunny." 

"You know I try." 

The Bullhead lurched midair as it came to a hover position. Then it 
began to descend into a clearing in the forest. "This is as close as 
I can get you," Gerry called back. "There's not another clearing big 
enough around here." 


"For real? You'd think that headmaster guy would be a little smarter 
about where he sets his shit up." Romeo grunted with contempt. 



"It's a little bit strange." Buck agreed. Truth be told, there were a 
few things that Buck had found strange within the first days, but he 
couldn't quite get his mind to wrap around the bigger picture yet. 
He'd have to continue looking into some things later on. 

The Bullhead touched down. Buck nodded to his squad. "Alright, let's 
go." The ODST ' s hopped out of the transport. 

"Good lucks to you all. I'll be covering your behinds from the air. 
I'm on frequency 2, so give me a ring and I'll be there in a Zing!" 
Gerry yelled as he lifted the Bullhead into the air once again. 

"I swear, another stupid ass comment and I'm fighting him." Romeo 
muttered . 

"Stay focused." Buck cautioned. He pulled out his scroll and 
activated the tracking system. The positions of each camera around 
the school had been synced with it already. "Let's move." Buck began 
moving towards the direction that his scroll indicated with Romeo and 
The Rookie following closely behind. Camera 4 was shown to only be a 
few hundred meters away. 

A transmission came in from Mickey. "Hey Gunny, I've lost visual on 
those Grimm things. They might have backed off." Mickey had tried 
rotating the camera 360 degrees as well as switching back to thermal 
imaging, but detected nothing. 

"We'll continue to the location and scope the area out." Buck decided 
after thinking for a second. "I want to be sure they're 
gone . " 

"Roger that. I'll keep an eye out for any other signs of activity." 
Mickey responded back. 

"Copy. Out." Buck cut his mic off. 

"Why would we do that?" Romeo protested. "If they're not there 
anymore then our job's already done. Problem solved. Let's go 
back . " 

"But what if they _are_ still hanging around and the camera just 
couldn't catch them?" Buck challenged as he ducked under a tree 
branch. "The headmaster would find another one of those Grimm things 
on campus and we'd get fired. You know what that ' d mean for us 
right ? " 

"Yeah yeah yeah, you've said all that before." Romeo waved 
dismissively . But he had to admit Buck had a point. Getting kicked 
out of Beacon would mean they'd have no place to stay, nowhere to go, 
and no money to use. They'd probably be better off in jail. Romeo 
realized that they needed to take their job at the school seriously. 
Taking a long breath, he polarized his VISR and activated his 

night-vision. _Isn't this just great? 

><em> 

Buck ordered them to stop behind a medium sized rock about fifty 
meters short of the camera's position. "Romeo, I want you to set up 
here. Me and Rookie are going up to check the perimeter, watch our 
backs . " 



"Gotcha." Romeo acknowledged. He set his rifle up and leaned down 
behind the rock. "Damn, couldn't you have picked somewhere more 
comfortable though? Shit feels like a big hard cock." 

Buck motioned for The Rookie to follow him and the two ODST ' s slowly 
moved forward until they were directly below the camera. It was 
positioned atop a tree in the middle of another small clearing 
surrounded by a small hedge. The Rookie realized that Gerry was 
right. There was no way a medium-sized transport could land here. 
"Mickey, can you see us on your screen?" Buck quietly asked through 
the headset . 

"Yeah, I see you guys. But that's about it. Still no movement or heat 
signatures. Like I said, they're probably gone already." Came the 
response from Mickey. 

"Ok. We're going to check the perimeter real quick then we'll be on 
our way back . " 

"Copy. I'll have eyes on you the whole time." 

Buck turned to The Rookie. "Flank right Rook, I'll go left." The 
Rookie nodded and split right. Buck switched on the flashlight 
attached to his M7 and moved along the left side of the clearing. He 
checked the ground for footprints and scanned his surroundings trying 
to pick up movement. "All clear." He called over to The Rookie. But 
as Buck turned, he realized The Rookie was motioning for him. "What 
do you got?" Buck asked as he approached. The Rookie indicated a 
small break in the hedge. Twigs were snapped on the ground and it 
looked like something had forced its way through. Buck examined the 
bushes for a few moments. "Let's take a quick look on the other 
side." He told The Rookie. "If it's clear then we'll call it." The 
Rookie nodded. _After you._ 

Buck carefully stepped through the broken hedge and aimed his M7 so 
that the flashlight shown directly in front of him. The Rookie tagged 
behind him closely. "I can't see you anymore Gunny." Came Romeo's 
voice over Buck's earpiece. "Where 'd you go?" 

"Hold tight." Buck ordered. "This shouldn't take long. Just make sure 
nothing follows us." 

"As long as you make it quick, there shouldn't be a problem. Because 
I'm not tryna stay out here for an hour. Who knows, I might just fall 
asleep." Romeo chuckled smugly. 

"Like hell you will." Buck swore under his breath. Then his 
flashlight caught a reflection in the distance. Exchanging a glance 
with the Rookie, he cautiously approached the object. It was a sword 
of some type. The Rookie shined his flashlight on it as Buck bent 
down to take a closer look. His eyes widened as he saw the sword was 
covered with blood. A trail of more blood led even further into the 
darkness. The ODST ' s followed the trail into another clearing, where 
they found themselves in shock. There were four bodies littered 
around the ground, all of them bloodied and unmoving. It was an ugly 
scene. "What in the world happened here?" Buck wondered out loud. He 
could tell that these weren't civilians. They had armor on and three 
of them had weapons in their hands. Buck guessed the sword he found 
belonged to the fourth one. 



"Gunny, you went too far." Mickey called in over the comms . "I can't 


Mickey was cut off mid-sentence. Buck took off his helmet and tapped 
his earpiece. "Mickey, can you hear me? Mickey, respond, over." No 
response. "Romeo?" Nothing. Buck put his helmet back on. He had no 
idea how, but somehow they had lost signal. A sudden growl made Buck 
look up and he found a pair of glowing eyes glaring back at him. The 
eyes grew bigger until the full body of a massive beowulf came into 
full view. 

Buck fired a quick burst. The bullets knocked off some of the 
creature's armor. "Rookie, fall back! Alternating cover fire, we need 
to regroup with Romeo!" 

Music: /watch?v=GnXwhcOClbk (Copy/paste) 

The ODSTs turned around and bolted back towards Romeo's position, 
taking turns firing short bursts behind them at the beowulf. Under 
normal circumstances , Buck would've opted to engage the thing 
directly before taking a better examination of the bodies back in the 
clearing. But he had no radio contact and no direct experience with 
Grimm in full blown combat, so he went with a more cautious tactic. 

He tried reaching out to Mickey and Romeo again, but the line was 
still down. 

The Rookie glanced back to see that the Beowulf was quickly gaining. 
Knowing that it'd catch up with them before they could make it back, 
he pulled the pin on one of his frags and held it in his hand for two 
seconds before spinning around and throwing it at the Beowulf. The 
grenade hit the Grimm in the shoulder blade and detonated almost 
instantly, throwing it to the ground. The Rookie couldn't tell if it 
was dead or not as they made their way back into the hedge line they 
had come out of. 

"Romeo!" Back hollered. "You still here?" The only answer Buck got 
was three shots from Romeo's sniper going off in the distance. 

"Shit!" Buck cursed. "C'mon Rookie, on the double!" The two troopers 
sprinted towards the gunfire. A smaller Beowulf burst from the tree 
line out of nowhere and head-butted Buck to the ground. The Rookie 
gunned it down before it could do anything else. But as soon as Buck 
was able to get back up, three more Beowolves came charging at them. 
The ODSTs were ready this time. Buck and The Rookie silenced one each 
with their guns but the third one was too fast. It went at The Rookie 
full speed and tried to swipe him with its claws. The Rookie managed 

to roll to the side at the last minute and dodged the attack. The 

ODST then switched to his sidearm and planted a two rounds into the 
beowulf 's head. The armor-piercing bullets went right through the 
Beowulf's protective plating and silenced it. The Rookie reloaded a 
clip into his M7 . Buck was out of ammo aside from his pistol. 

Then something bigger appeared. Buck recognized it as the same 
bear-like thing Romeo had killed a couple of days ago. "Jesus, we're 
attracting the whole forest!" Buck exclaimed. The Ursa dove for the 

ODSTs, who rolled in opposite directions to avoid it. But the Ursa 

managed to catch a part of The Rookie's M7 with its claws and 
stripped it from The Rookie's hands. 

"I'm going to distract him!" Buck called over to the Rookie. "Go for 
the kill!" The lieutenant directed his attention towards the Ursa 



now. "Alright, come on you son of a bitch!" He yelled so that the 
creature could hear him. He shot at it with his pistol, but the 
rounds were only knocking off small pieces of armor. The Ursa began 
preparing another charge at Buck as The Rookie managed to sneak 
around behind it. He pulled the pin on his last frag and rolled it on 
the ground towards the Grimm. The frag came to a stop right under the 
Ursa and exploded. The Ursa was slightly lifted off the ground and 
fell on its back, snapping a lot of its armor, but still alive. The 
Rookie pulled out his combat knife and went for the Ursa's throat. It 
saw him coming and swung an arm, batting The Rookie away and sending 
him tumbling through the forest floor. 

To Buck's utter amazement, the Ursa managed to flip itself back over. 
_What the hell!? The grenade should've killed that thing! _Buck had 
used up all of his ammo trying to distract the Ursa and now he was 
helpless as it towered over him. The Ursa charged again and Buck 
leaped out of the way. He desperately scanned his surroundings. The 
only chance he saw was The Rookie's M7 lying on the ground a few 
yards away. But the Ursa charged him before he could go for it and 
the OUST was forced to dodge again. "Oh nuts." Buck muttered under 
his breath as he felt himself back into a tree. He could only watch 
now as the Ursa turned around and brought an arm up for the final 
blow, went stiff, and dropped to the ground, dead. A human figure 
stood in its place, holding up a sword. Buck stood in amazement as he 
couldn't believe his luck. His life had just flashed before him and 
yet he was still alive somehow. 

He noticed that the forest had quiet down significantly. The OUST 
guessed the rest of the Grimm had either retreated or had all been 
killed. Buck then directed his attention to the person who saved him. 
He didn't really know what to expect from him at first. But he 
definitely wasn't counting on the other person to suddenly lose his 
composure and start jumping up and down with unreserved 
excitement . 

"Yes! Yes! Yes! I did it! I did it again! Me, Jaune Arc! Slayer of 
the beasts! Hero of the people! Number 1 in the hearts of 
ladies ! . . . " 

Buck frowned in slight amusement as he watched his savior, who 
sounded like some little kid, continue his rant. The OUST doubted 
that he had even been noticed. He decided he'd make his presence 
known. "Hey buddy." Buck walked up to the boy. 

"Crusader of the-yikes ! " The boy flinched and fell onto the ground, 
losing his confidence almost immediately. It was actually quite 
pitiful for Buck to watch. 

Jaune scratched the back of his head nervously. "Heh heh how much did 
you see?" 

"All of it." 

"Awwww." Jaune whined. "You're not going to tell anyone are 
you? " 

Buck shrugged. "What's there to tell? That thing was going to kill me 
and you killed it first. Guess that makes you a hero." The OUST held 
out a hand. "Names Buck." 



"I'm Jaune." Jaune took the hand and Buck pulled him up from the 
dirt. "And thanks." 

The ODST briefly examined Jaune. He had armor covering his chest and 
shoulders and a utility belt with a sword and sheath. "I'm guessing 
you're a student at the academy then?" 

Jaune nodded. " Yeah ... technically . " 

"What are you doing out here so late?" 

"Well, my team and I were actually on our way back from a trip, and 
like, we heard the explosions and gunfire and stuff... so I just 
figured that you know..." Jaune felt himself stumbling for words. 
Talking to strangers wasn't his forte. 

"So you thought you'd come down and check it out." Buck finished for 
him . 

"Well ... yeah, basically." 

"That's what any true warrior would've done, good job kid." Buck 
could tell that Jaune was the type of person who needed some major 
confidence boosting. He wasn't surprised when Jaune tried to take 
away his own credit. 

"Oh, I didn't really do that much honestly. You should see the rest 
of my team when _they _fight. Wait hold on, I should probably call 
them real quick." Jaune pulled out his scroll and made a call. "Hey 
Phyrra ..." 

Buck turned back around to take a closer look at the Ursa, but did a 
double take when he found that the body was simply dissolving into 
thin air. Buck shook his head in wonder. "What the hell did we get 
ourselves into?" There was a slight rustling behind him as The Rookie 
stumbled out of some bushes. "You all good there Rook?" 

The Rookie shrugged. _More or less._ 

"Hey Gunny." Romeo's voice sounded in Buck's ear. "You 
copy ? " 

"Romeo." Buck responded immediately. "Your comms back on? Where are 
you? " 

"Yeah, they're back. I have no idea where I am though. Some little 
kids came out of nowhere and pretty much killed the whole 
forest . " 

"Really now... that's interesting. Are you still with them?" 

"Yeah, one of them's talking on the phone right now. Kinda cute, 
actually . " 

Buck rolled his eyes. "Hey Jaune, can you tell the rest of your team 
to meet us here?" He addressed the boy. 

Jaune nodded. "Sure. Is it about that guy they found?" 


"Yeah, his name's Romeo, and he's a real charm." Buck said the last 



part with plenty of sarcasm. Jaune didn't seem to notice though. Buck 
decided he'd check up on Mickey. "Hey Mickey, the comms are back on. 
How you holding up?" 
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><p>"There you are Gunny! Jesus, I've been trying to reach you for 
the past thirty minutes." Relief washed over Mickey as he heard 
Buck's voice. <p> 

"Yeah we ran into a little situation, it's cleared up now though. We 

should be back up there pretty soon. I'll fill you in on the details 

later. How are the cameras looking?" 

"Well I'm at the airstrip right now because I was going to go after 
you guys. But I'll head back to the room and check them. There's no 
alarm going off on my pho-I mean scroll though, so it should be 
f ine . " 

"Alright then. I'll see you soon Mick." 

Mickey took a glance at the empty Bullhead on the airstrip. _I don't 
even know how that thing works anyways. _ He thought ruefully with a 
small smirk. The hallways were quiet as Mickey made his way back into 
his squad's room, which didn't really come as a surprise. He figured 

that the students would all be asleep this late at night. And after 

such a stressful situation, the ODST was looking forward to relaxing 
a little bit himself. He took his helmet off and set it in his locker 
along with his M7 and sat down in front of the screen to do a brief 
scan of all the cameras. 

A small scuffling noise made him turn around. There in plain sight 
were two men dressed in black suits and tall hats along with red 
shades. Mickey could tell that they were trouble. He guessed that 
they had snuck in through the window, seeing how it was wide open. 

The two men froze upon realizing they had been noticed. 

"Urn, can I help you guys?" Mickey slowly got up from his seat, 
instantly on edge. He mentally blessed himself for not putting away 
his pistol just yet. 

The intruder farthest away reached for his gun. But Mickey was 
quicker. A suppressed shot from his m6s sent a single bullet right 
through the man's head. The second thug pulled out an axe and aimed 
an overhand cut. It was a slow and poorly coordinated attack and 
Mickey easily side stepped it. He swung his right arm and dealt a 
knockout blow with the butt of his pistol. The second thug sagged on 
to the floor as a third climbed in from the window. 

This one pulled out an axe too but proceeded to throw it at the ODST. 
Mickey spun out of the way and the axe slammed against the screen; 
shattering it. The thug charged towards Mickey at full speed. A 
backhanded arm from the ODST sent him stumbling into the wall. Mickey 
closed the distance before the thug could recover and pinned him 
against it. He pointed his pistol to the side of the other man's 
head. "You better have a good explanation for all of this 
_buddy 

The door swung open as Blake and Weiss burst in, weapons in hand. 

They had heard the axe smash into the screen and were coming in to 



see what had happened. The first thing they saw was Mickey holding up 
a gun to another person. "What do you think you're doing?! Let him go 
this instant!" Weiss demanded roughly. 

Mickey was caught off guard by the sudden entrance and stared in 
slight shock for a brief moment. All he saw were two girls dressed in 
pajamas with weapons in their hands. It looked so ridiculous that he 
could almost laugh; if those weapon's weren't pointing at him. "This 
isn't what it looks like." He tried calmly. 

"I don't care." Weiss said sharply. "Let him go." 

Mickey quickly analyzed the situation in his head. He obviously 
couldn't use his pistol against mere students, and the weapons they 
had looked extremely sophisticated which made him doubt he could take 
both of them at once, assuming they knew how to use them. The only 
close range weapon he had was his knife, and that was definitely out 
of the question. He knew retaliating would put everything at risk, 
and frankly he was kind of tired. He decided he'd just go along with 
it. "Ok, ok." Mickey slowly pulled his gun back and released his grip 
on the thug. He put his hands up and let his pistol dangle from a 
finger . 

The intruder instantly seized his opportunity and ran for the 
window . 

"Hey!" Weiss snapped. "Where do you think you're-?" 

For his scrawny size, the thug was surprisingly quick and managed to 
jump out of the window before Weiss could finish her 
sentence . 

"There he goes." Mickey sighed. "Fantastic." He slid his gun back 
into its holster and let his arms down at his side. 

Weiss turned a piercing glare to Mickey. "You. We're taking you to 
see the Headmaster this instant." 

Mickey gave an innocent grin and spread his arms wide. "Without even 
listening to what I have to say first? Come on." 

Weiss was unwavering. "You can tell it to the Headmaster when we turn 
you in . " 

"Actually, I think we should hear him out." Blake finally spoke up. 
She had been quietly examining the room and had reached a conclusion. 
She was curious to find out if she was right. 

"What? Are you out of your mind?" Weiss was incredulous. 

Blake gave Weiss one of those looks that read '_trust me'._ 

Weiss held her friend's gaze for a few seconds, then rolled her eyes. 
"Fine." She turned back to Mickey. "You have two minutes." 

Mickey told them the whole story from when he first got into the 
room. He also told them about his squad and their job at the school. 
It took way more than two minutes to explain but no one really seemed 
to notice. "And that's pretty much it." Mickey finished. 



Weiss narrowed her eyes while Blake looked thoughtful. "I was a 
little bit off." The faunus girl said. "I thought you were a visiting 
huntsman who needed a place to stay, not a security guard." 

Mickey chuckled in amusement. "I'll take that as a compliment, I 
guess." He then grinned ruefully. "Still though, couldn't you have 
said something a little earlier? Maybe the guy wouldn't have gotten 
away then . " 

Blake shrugged. "I wasn't sure if I was right or not. You could've 
been a serial killer on the run and they could've been the undercover 
cops trying to catch you." 

Mickey's grin grew wider and he nodded slightly a few times. "Fair 
enough. It's no big deal though. I still got this guy right here to 
give me some answers." He indicated the thug lying on the ground he 
had knocked out . 

"And the one you shot back there." Blake pointed out the body of the 
first intruder. 

Mickey laughed. "I'm kinda surprised you guys aren't freaking out 
over seeing a dead guy right now to be honest." 

"I've seen way worse." Weiss assured. 

Blake nodded agreement. "Same." 

Mickey raised an eyebrow. "Aren't you guys a little, I don't 
know . . . young? " 

"You're not so old yourself." Blake countered. 

Mickey laughed again. "You're definitely getting on my good side 
right now. I'll give you that." 

Blake responded with a small smile. 

"So how long have you been here exactly?" Asked Weiss. The edginess 
gone from her voice. 

"Just got here last night actually." Mickey replied. "Don't you 
recognize me like at all? You bumped in to me while I was on my way 
in remember?" Mickey had thought that the girl with the white 
ponytail seemed familiar. But it wasn't until now that he recalled 
their previous encounter. 

"Urn excuse me, but I don't 'bump' into people." Weiss scoffed. "I may 
have 'passed by' you, but those two can hardly be considered the same 
thing . " 

"So you do remember then?" 

"Yeah, somewhat." Weiss thought for a second. "Weren't you with some 
other people?" 

Mickey nodded. "Yeah that was my team. And for the record, you ran 
into me pretty hard." He finished with a smirk. 


"Oh be quiet you!" Weiss snapped. 



"It's Mickey . " 


Weiss crossed her arms and abruptly turned away. "Hmph! Who said I 
wanted to know what your stupid name was?" 

Blake rolled her eyes at Weiss before addressing Mickey. "I'm Blake, 
nice to meet you." 

"Pleasure's all mine." Mickey said cheerfully. "What about you ice 
queen? " 

Weiss outwardly sighed. _How original. _ By this point she had 
probably heard that nickname at least a thousand times already. "It's 
Weiss . " 

There was a brief moment of silence. "Well, I should probably get 
this place cleaned up." Mickey indicated the mess in the room. "You 
guys can go back to sleep now, I don't think there'll be anymore 
surprises . " 

"We we're never asleep in the first place." Weiss corrected. "You 
started making all this racket before we got the chance . " 

"It's a good thing no one else woke up though." Blake remarked. "That 
could've gotten out of hand." 

"No," Weiss shook her head. "It's a good thing _Yang _didn't wake up. 
I'd hate to see her angry this late at night." 

"Oh trust me I know." Mickey muttered to himself as Blake and Weiss 
went back next door to their own room. He remembered how Yang had 
chased Romeo around half the school during lunch. The ODST chuckled. 
_What an idiot, honestly. _He picked up his scroll and called Ozpin 
to tell him what had happened but there was no answer. He tried 
again, still nothing. Mickey hesitated. The only other staff member 
he had been provided with as a contact was Professor Goodwitch, and 
she had gotten pretty pissed at the squad earlier. He knew she 
probably wouldn't be very fond of him calling her at this hour. _Fuck 
it, I don't have a choice. _Mickey made the call. 

Two rings. "Hello? Professor Goodwitch speaking." 

"Hi, Professor Goodwitch. I'm Mickey with the security team." He 
could hear her sigh almoset immediately from the other end. 

"Yes? What is it?" 

"Well," Mickey scratched the back of his head. "It's kind of hard to 
explain but ..." 
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><p>"Well damn." Romeo said as he surveyed the scene with the bodies 
on the ground. "They got fucking destroyed. "<p> 

"Yeah it's pretty nasty. This is where we first ran into that 
Beo-thing." Buck explained. Him, Romeo, and The Rookie were taking a 
closer look at the massacre in the forest. Team JNPR was with them 
earlier, but Jaune had barfed as soon as he saw and smelt the bodies. 



So it was decided that it'd be better if they just waited for the 
ODSTs at the landing zone. 


Romeo shook his head. "Nah, that's not what I was saying. I mean damn 
as in these fools couldn't even do better than a couple of 
teenagers . " 

"You mean Jaune ' s team?" 

Romeo nodded. "Yall should've seen it. There were all these wolves 
and bears and huge ass snakes and shit. I knew I was done for. Then 
here come these tiny ass kids running around cutting swinging 
shooting and all that, killing all those things like it was nothing. 
It was crazy. I ain't ever seen anything like it, that's for 
sure . " 

Buck looked back at the bodies. "Then how did these guys die like 
that . " 

Romeo shrugged. "All I know is that we clearly not fit to deal with 
these things, not after what I saw." 

"I would agree." Buck said as he knelt down next to the closest body. 
There were scratches and bite marks all over the man's body and a lot 
of his armor looked like it was ripped off. But there were some 
wounds that stood out. They weren't in sets of threes or fives like 
the other ones and they certainly weren't teeth marks. These were 
single thin cuts. Neat and precise. Buck found them in sensitive 
areas where tendons were located and one more right through the neck. 
There was no doubt in his head that that was the killing strike. He 
examined the other three bodies and found similar cuts, all 
undoubtedly belonging to the same weapon. It was becoming clear now. 
"They weren't killed by the Grimm." Buck concluded. 

Romeo frowned. "What?" 

Buck motioned for his squad. "Come over and look at these." He 
pointed out the cuts to Romeo and The Rookie. "Looks like it was 
caused by a sword of some kind right? Maybe a dagger?" 

"Yeah, I see, I see." Romeo agreed. The Rookie simply 
nodded . 

"Exactly." Buck stood up. "These people were killed by another 
person. It was probably staged to look like something else." 

"Damn. I definitely ain't tryna fuck with whoever that is then." 

Romeo snorted. "Fuck. That." 

Buck spoke into the comms . "Romeo, can you hear me?" 

"What the hell you doing Gunny, I'm right here." Romeo gave Buck a 
questioning expression from behind his VISR. 

"Wasn't this where the comms went down earlier?" Buck asked The 
Rookie, who nodded in confirmation. "It wasn't due to a bad signal or 
malfunction then." Buck continued. "Because they're working fine now. 
The only other way for them to go out would be a jammer, and you'd 
have to do that manually." 



Romeo was starting to understand where Buck was going with all of 
this. "So you're saying then..." 

Buck nodded. "We weren't out here alone." 
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><p>At the edge of the Emerald Forest stood a lone robed figure. A 
hood obscured almost all facial features. The person was speaking to 
someone else on their scroll. <p> 

"There's been a complicat ion . " Came the voice on the other end. "The 
bodies were discovered." 

The robed figure inwardly sighed. Good help was getting so hard to 
find nowadays. "Was the primary objective completed?" 

"Negative. There were too many unexpected factors." 

"And the secondary objective?" 

"No idea. We lost contact with team B as soon as they entered the 
school . " 

The robed figure was seething with silent rage. 

"Do we have new orders then?" Came the voice from the other 
end . 


"No, pull back, it's too late now. I'll have to figure out something 
else." The robed figure hung up the phone, then realized someone was 
running up to them. 
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><p>The thug still couldn't believe his luck as he continued running 
away from Beacon. <em>Good thing those students are so clueless. 
<em>He thought smugly. All he had to do now was debrief with the boss 
and he was done for the night. He saw the boss at the edge of the 
forest, just like they had agreed, and slowed to a walk as he 
approached . 

"The primary objective was failed." The robed figure spoke icily. 
"Let's hope you have better news." 

The thug shook his head. "We were spotted as soon as we entered. The 
other two are probably dead. I had to abort." 

The robed figure nodded a few times. "So you failed the secondary 
objective? " 

The thug shrugged. "Yeah, basically. But I did manage to kill a few 
of the students." He lied. "I think that calls for a promotion, don't 
you?" The only thing the thug got for an answer was a sudden stabbing 
sensation in his abdomen. He gasped in both shock and pain. 

"Ahh ... how ... could ... you? " He struggled to get the words out. 

The robed figure showed no remorse. "You've proved yourself to be a 
deserter and you failed the objective. I have no more use for you, 
but I'm sure you'll make a nice snack for the Grimm. Goodbye." 



The thug collapsed as he felt himself bleed out. His vision began to 
fade. The last thing he saw was the robed figure walking away into 
the distance. Then, nothing. 

**I recently found out that you can respond to reviews through PM, so 
i'll probably be doing that from now on. But for those who don't have 
an account:** 

** Guest on Nov. 3: That is actually really helpful information, 
thanks bro ! I actually did a bit of research and yeah there's a halo 
book called dirt, and it talks about what you described, if you're 
interested in that lol.** 

** SilentWatch: You're going to have to find out because that's still 
a few chapters away ahahaha. But good call on ONI. I can tell you 
that they'll be heavily involved. That's about it though lol.** 

** Guest on Nov. 23: Yeah dude, those books are really good. I hear 
you tho my nig, there'll be a lot more interactions as the story 
progresses. :)** 


11. Halo: New Blood Quick Update 
Sup pwayas, 

Soooo when I started this story I was trying to keep it as close to 
the Halo storyline as possible to avoid any confusion from that 
universe. Yeah, that was hard. Tons of research and a shit load of 
reading. But anyways, just read the new Halo book New Blood, and the 
events from that pretty much just takes a huge dump all over my plan 
and makes this story even more impossible than it already was. If 
you've read the book, you know what I'm talking about XD . So from now 
on, I'm just going to keep writing this as if the events from new 
blood never happened, though I may decide to reference it when I wrap 
everything up at the end. Next chapter coming out soon, as always 
thanks for all the love and thanks for reading! Can't thank you guys 
enough, yall are awesome. 

Peace out, 

KingPush 

Oh yeah, there also seem to be some questions regarding if the whole 
gassing thing in chapter 5 was possible or not, so I'll probably 
revise that part a little bit as well. 


12 . A New Deal 
**Romeo** 

**UNSC _Say My Name_** 

**5 Minutes Before Slipspace:** 

Romeo locked the door as it slid shut behind him. He found himself in 
a small meeting room with a table in the middle surrounded by chairs. 
He sat down on one of the chairs and allowed himself to catch his 



breath. The sharpshooter was on the run from several Brutes who had 
been chasing him around inside the ship. But he was only running on 
one lung, and that meant his stamina was greatly handicapped. 
Nonetheless, he managed to lose them by quickly cutting corners in 
tight hallways. Romeo knew that locking himself in was the best 
option. If he had kept running, he most definitely would've tired 
out. The downside was the fact that he couldn't effectively increase 
the distance between the brutes and himself. He could already hear 
them barging their way into other rooms looking for him. It'd only be 
a matter of time before they discovered this door was locked and got 
curious. _And Mickey wants to know if I can make it all the way to 
the damn command room? Yeah fucking right. _ 

The ship shook as it was hit by another round from a covenant vessel. 
Romeo shook his head. The task force was getting obliterated. He knew 
it. He had seen it as his pelican was flying out of the Madrigal 
ruins. The UNSC ships were outnumbered and almost completely 
surrounded. It was almost like the Covenant had been waiting on them. 
Hangar 3 had been overrun already when Romeo's pelican landed in it. 
The Brutes were already inside. Most of the people in the pelican 
were killed almost instantly. Romeo had been on the run ever since. 

He heard approaching footsteps and growling sounds growing louder. 

The covenant were right outside the door. Romeo sighed. _Looks like 
time's up. _He raised his sniper rifle and pointed it at the door as 
the Brutes on the other side began ramming against it. "This is it." 
He muttered aloud. "Come on you fatass bitches." 

The ODST waited in anticipation for the door to get busted down but 
it never happened. Instead, all he heard was sudden massive radio 
chatter from the Covenant ranks outside. Fading voices and retreating 
footsteps came just moments after. Then, it was silent. Romeo slowed 
his breathing and felt his hearbeat relax. He got up steadily and 
approached the door. He unlocked it and stepped out into a completely 
empty corridor. Another round from a Covenant vessel hit the '_Say My 
Name' _and Romeo stumbled a little. He could still hear the heavy 
naval fight that was raging outside, but it was disturbingly quiet 
inside the ship. It was almost as if the Covenant had all just left. 
_Wait but that means... Oh great. Halsey. Whelp, we're all dead 
now ._ 

As if on que, another round slammed into the** '**_Say My Name' _and 
rocked the whole ship. Then another round hit. Followed by another, 
and another. The time in between hits shortened each time and they 
were increasing in intensity. It seemed to Romeo that every Covenant 
ship was training their guns on to the UNSC heavy cruiser. The ship 
wouldn't be able to take much more damage. Romeo guessed that they 
had about two minutes. _Probably shorter. _The ODST dropped his 
weapons in surrender and sat on the floor just listening to his ship 
getting pummeled; waiting for the end. But then he heard a new sound 
that was beginning to increase in volume. A low humming noise was 
vibrating throughout the whole ship. 

Romeo realized it was the engines. There was no time to react as the 
**'**_Say My Name' _shot forward with blinding speed and Romeo was 
sent flying into the wall behind him. Hard. He briefly lost 
consciousness . When his eyes opened again, everything was quiet and 
still. Almost peaceful even. The silence was interrupted by the groan 
of bending metal followed by a small explosion. 


"Romeo. Hey Romeo, you there?" The comms crackled back to 



lif e . 


"Gunny. Yeah, what's up?" Romeo answered, still slumped against the 
wall . 

"The ship's falling apart," Buck's voice came from the other end. 

"Get yourself some supplies and head to the nearest hanger. We're 
getting off this thing." 

"Getting off? The fuck? We just got back on like twenty minutes ago. 
Where the hell are we anyways?" 

"We don't have time for this right now. Just do it, that's an 
order . " 

"Alright, alright I'm on it. Jeez. Can't a guy catch a break?" 

Buck ignored the question. "Have you seen Mickey by the way, he's not 
responding . " 

"Negative, I'll keep an eye out though. He's probably just around the 
corner somewhere beating off his meat." 

Buck sighed. "Good luck Romeo, out." 

Romeo got up slowly and retrieved his weapons. He made a transmission 
to the other snipers in his platoon. "Raptor, Skinner, you 
motherfuckers there?" 

"Sarge? That you?" _Sarge._ The word still sounded somewhat strange 
to Romeo. Buck had promoted him almost immediately after he had 
rejoined the squad and had given him command over all snipers in the 
platoon. Romeo was still getting used to leading his own men for the 
first time. 

"Regroup at hangar 8, there's an armory by it. We're gonna load a 
bunch of shit on to a pelican and get the hell off this piece of 
junk. Lieutenant's orders." 

"Roger Sarge." 

"Copy that sir, over and out." 

Romeo had to smile a little bit. _About time I got some damn respect 
around here. _Truth be told, Romeo had taken a liking to his men in 
their short time together. Both of them were from earth and in their 
late twenties. Skinner grew up on a plantation in Texas and pretty 
much just spent his whole life there until he got bored one day and 
decided to enlist. Raptor grew up in the hood and was a football star 
in high school. He probably would've gotten a scholarship to college 
if he wasn't drafted during the war. By the time the war ended, he 
was already 22. Too old for college ball and too inexperienced for 
the pros. He decided to stay in the military instead. 

Romeo shook off his thoughts as another small explosion rocked the 
ship a bit. He put his sniper rifle on his back and headed towards 
hangar 8. He kept his shotgun in his hands in case there were any 
Covenant stragglers, but most of the narrow hallways were either 
empty, or had a few dead bodies from both sides scattered around. He 
came upon a particularly nasty sight about halfway to the hangar. 



There were grunts scattered everywhere. A few marines, and even a 
pair of elites. But what caught his eye was the two ODSTs lying 
motionless in the center. 

Romeo instantly recognized them as Mickey and Colonel Matthews. He 
moved up quickly to survey the scene. He checked on Mickey first. The 
young ODST was still breathing and there weren't any noticeable 
wounds. As far as he could tell, his friend was just passed out. For 
what reason was completely beyond his comprehension. The Colonel was 
a completely different story. There was a massive puncture wound in 
his lower abdomen and blood was splattered all over his armor and 
VISR. If Romeo had to guess, it looked like Matthews had been struck 
by an energy sword and probably bled out immediately. He shook his 
head as he looked around one final time. "Damn Mick, the hell 
happened?" Picking Mickey up and putting him around his back, Romeo 
carried his squadmate all the way to the hangar 8, where Raptor and 
Skinner were waiting. 

"Ain't that Sergeant Crespo?" Skinner asked as Romeo approached, his 
heavy southern accent echoing throughout the nearly-empty 
hangar . 

"Yeah." Romeo muttered. "And he's sleeping like a fucking baby." The 
sharpshooter would be lying if he told anyone he wasn't slightly 
irritated at Buck for making him and Mickey the same rank. Now he 
didn't really have anyone he could boss around anymore. The Rookie 
actually outranked both of them at staff sergeant, but Romeo could 
care less about that as The Rookie hardly ever talked. 

"There weren't nothin but this one pelican in here." Skinner 
reported, indicating the single dropship that sat in the hangar bay. 
"Pilot says the rest were shot down during the mission. Good thing 
them Covenant bastards didn't hit this hangar. Otherwise we probably 
woulda lost this one too. Good call Sarge." 

Romeo smirked cockily. "Of course it was. You guys find anything in 
the armory?" 

"Yea." Raptor nodded. "We just threw all that shit in the pelican. A 
few assault rifles, M7's, and a couple of pistols. Shiieeet, we even 
got a rocket launcher." 

"And a few boxes of them frags plus two full grates of ammo." Skinner 
added. "I say we done got ourselves a decent supply." 

Romeo nodded approvingly. "Nice work boys. Now, where's the 
pilot ? " 

"Waiting for us in the pelican." Raptor answered. "We just gotta give 
him the word and we out . " 

"Ok good." Romeo laid Mickey on the ground. "Get..." A short sigh. 

" . . ._sergeant _Crespo into the ship. I'm gonna go open the hangar bay 
doors . " 

"I got'm." Raptor said as he picked Mickey back up and headed into 
the pelican. 

"You really think we're gonna find jack out there sarge?" Skinner 
called after Romeo. 



Romeo snorted. "Fuck if I know Skinner. But I'd sure as hell rather 
be out there when this piece of crap of a ship blows up than in 
here." The _Say My Name_ shuddered again as another explosion went 
off. Romeo shook his head. _This is some real fucking bullshit. _ 
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><pXstrong>Present Day<strong> 

**Emerald Forrest** 

"This is some real fucking bullshit." Romeo grunted as he took off 
his helmet. Buck and Rookie sat on either side of him as they faced 
team JNPR seated on the other side of the Bullhead Jaune and his team 
had arrived in. 

"Will there ever be a day when you quit bitching?" Buck asked 
rhetorically. The Lieutenant had his helmet off as well. 

Romeo went on as if Buck had never spoke. "I mean, just look at me . I 
literally cleaned my armor a few hours ago, and now its covered with 
all this dirt and blood and probably some other nasty shit that no 
one's ever heard of." 

"That tends to happen when you fight Grimm." Ren stated plainly with 
no emotion. 

"Well the Grimm can all go buttfuck themselves then." Romeo retorted. 
"I'm not dealing with them again. Shit, it's not like we're cut out 
to deal with them anyways. Actually, if it weren't for yall, we'd 
probably be dead right now." 

"You can say that again." Buck muttered. He looked over and made eye 
contact with Jaune. "I owe you one kid." 

Jaune chuckled and shifted uncomfortably while scratching the back of 
his head. "Oh it was nothing really. I honestly didn't even see you 
at first. And it was probably just a lucky hit anyways. I'm not 
usually that good in practice, and I definitely wasn't planning on 
getting a one hit kill. It just kinda happened y'know? You don't have 
to owe me anything for that, I don't really deserve it. Heh 
heh . " 

Buck raised an eyebrow. It really amazed him how some people could 
have such low self esteem. He didn't get it. One simple compliment 
and the kid gives a whole speech on how incompetent he is. And wasn't 
Beacon a prestigious school? Shouldn't he feel good about getting 
accepted in the first place? _Whatever, at least he's modest. _Buck 
thought as his gaze shifted meaningfully towards Romeo. 

Jaune noticed Buck's expression. "Wait..uh, what's wrong? Was it 
something I said?" He asked a little nervously. 

"No, no, you're fine." Buck reassured. _Maybe I'll give him some tips 
later if I have time. I owe him that much at least. _ 

Phyrra was impressed as she studied the three ODSTs curiously. "You 
guys must be highly skilled marksman." She observed. "There aren't 
many people who would engage Grimm armed only with guns . " 



Romeo snorted. "Yeah? Well, we had no idea what we were getting 
into . " 

"Hold on, what do you mean by that last part?" Buck asked Phyrra, 
trying to attain more information. 

"Well, guns by themselves typically aren't that effective." The 
warrior explained. "Grimm lack internal organs, so unless it's a 
direct head shot, bullets are relatively harmless to them." 

"No kidding." Buck thought back to how the Ursa had survived The 
Rookie's grenade. It must have fragmented throughout the lower body 
of the creature. _No internal organs huh? Now I see why that thing 
didn't die. Wait a minute, how does that even make sense? No heart? 

No lungs? _At first Buck had thought Remnant to be pretty similar to 
some of the planets back home. It wasn't until now that he began to 
realize they were in a completely new world. 

"Is that why yall have all those crazy ass weapons that can 
shapeshift and shit?" Romeo asked. 

"Yes." Phyrra nodded. "Guns are usually more effective when they're 
integrated as a secondary weapon. And most of the time we use dust 
rounds for better versatility." 

"Unless it's a chain gun." Nora interjected. "Those will just tear 
them up into a million pieces. It's super awesome!" 

"Right, that too." Phyrra agreed. "Bullets can be enhanced by dust 
for more power and a higher velocity as well." 

"Yeah," Jaune chirped in. "Like one of our friends has a Scythe that 
can also be used as a sniper rifle. Her's is powered by dust so it 
does more damage than a regular rifle would. I've seen her shoot 
Beowolves in half with that thing. It's pretty insane." 

The ODSTs could only look from one student to the other as team JNPR 
took turns explaining things to them. Buck couldn't help but find 
himself getting more frustrated with each passing second. Why hadn't 
the headmaster told them any of this before they went out and almost 
got themselves killed? A quick glance with Romeo told him that they 
were both thinking the same thing. He was going to have a little chat 
with Ozpin when they got back. 

"But, melee weapons are still the most efficient way to kill Grimm." 
Phyrra finished. 

"Hold on, how do you guys not know any of this stuff?" Nora asked, 
suddenly curious. "Didn't they teach you anything in combat 
school ? " 

"W-What? Oh, Uh . . . " The question caught Buck off guard and his mind 
was racing as he tried to come up with a good excuse. "Well... we 
actually never attended school." He began carefully. Team JNPR stared 
at him expectantly as Buck tried to come up with something 
convincing. "We were all from the same orphanage, so we didn't have 
very many opportunities. But . . . urn . . . oh, right, we made a promise to 
ourselves that when we got out, we we're going to serve our community 
the best that we could so that others wouldn't have to endure the 



same hardships we had to. So we joined the police, and one day your 
headmaster ran into us at the station and thought we'd make good 
security guards. Next thing you know, here we are." 

The ODSTs were met by awed expressions from team JNPR. "Wow, _nice 
_story Gunny, I'm really tearing up over here." Romeo whispered over 
with heavy sarcasm. 

"Shut it Romeo, at least half of it's true." Buck hissed back. Truth 
be told, he was actually feeling quite proud of himself for coming up 
with the story in such a short amount of time. What was even better 
was the fact that none of the kids seemed to have caught on to what a 
load of bullshit it all was. 

"Some of it's true." Romeo corrected him. "But for the most part you 
made us sound like pussies." 

Before Buck could counter, Nora exploded with passion. "Oh. My. Gosh! 
That is soooo cool! And inspirational! And touching! And, and 
, and . . . just wow ! " 

Buck smirked triumphantly at Romeo. "See? Some people like it." 

"Can I hug you? Pretty pretty pretty please?" Nora pleaded with big 
eyes . 

The smirk was instantly gone from Buck's face. "W-w-wait . 

What ? " 

Without waiting for an answer, Nora jumped onto Buck and wrapped her 
arms tightly around the back of his neck while pressing one side of 
her cheek to his. 

Buck went wide-eyed and flushed with both surprise and embarrassment. 
He tried to gently push her off with his hands but found himself 
involuntarily pushing up on her skirt instead, which only caused him 
to flush even more. "R-R-Romeo. A little help here?" He managed to 
choke out . 

Romeo smirked. "And how am I supposed to do that Gunny? I can't lay 
hands on a girl." 

"Screw ... You . " Buck gasped. 

Team JNPR, with the exception of Ren were looking on in amusement 
knowing all too well how Nora could be at times. The Rookie, who had 
been taking a short nap earlier, was snickering quietly to 
himself . 

Buck felt like he was going to pass out but was thankfully spared 
when Nora hopped off him and jumped back into her own seat. "Ok, I'm 
done!" She beamed, seemingly oblivious to the consequences of her 
actions . 

Buck let out a huge sigh of relief and buried his face in both of his 
hands to hide his embarrassment. When he finally looked up his eyes 
were met with the death glare from Ren. Buck sweat dropped and tried 
shrugging innocently but Ren's gaze only intensified. The ODST was 
forced to look away. _Great, now I get caught up in some stupid love 
triangle. How nice. _The rest of the ride to Beacon was filled only 



with awkward silence with Jaune looking uncomfortably out to the 
side, Phyrra smiling to herself in amusement. The Rookie going back 
to sleep, Romeo snickering, Nora lost in thought as she spaced out, 
and Ren just thinking of about a thousand ways of how to throw Buck 
out of the bullhead while the lieutenant just sat there 
miserably . 

Team JNPR parted ways with them when they arrived back at Beacon to 
go unpack and get ready for bed. The pilot also departed as he had to 
go store the Bullhead in the school hangar. The ODSTs now stood in a 
small circle by the airstrip. The Rookie tilted his head slightly at 
Buck. _'What now?'_ 

"Now I'm going to go have a nice little talk with the Headmaster." 
Buck said. "I've got some questions for him." 

"Hey let me go with you Gunny." Romeo fumed. "I'm about to give that 
fool a piece of my mind!" 

"And that's exactly why you're _not _coming with me." Buck stated 
bluntly. "I'm trying to get answers, not piss people off and start a 
fight . " 

To Buck's utter amazement and surprise, Romeo subsided completely. 

The sharpshooter took a deep breath. "You know what, you're right 
Gunny. I'm overreacting. Alright, I won't say a word when we see him. 
And I'll be as respectful as I can. At least just let me hear what 
his bitch ass has to say to justify himself yeah?" 

Buck blinked slowly a couple of times to make sure he wasn't 
dreaming. Romeo had _never _backed down so easily before. Arguments 
were typically inevitable. Could it be that he was slowly starting to 
see his flaws and making efforts to change his ways? Buck thought for 
a moment. _Maybe he deserves a chance to prove his maturity. Alright, 
I'll give him a shot. _"0k fine. But you better be telling the 
truth . " 

"Hey don't worry. I'll pretend the guy's my long lost father's gay 
best friend or some shit like that." 

Buck rolled his eyes. "Yeah ok whatever. Rookie you- ... Rookie? " Buck 
swiveled his head from side to side. "Did he just... walk off?" The 
Rookie was nowhere to be seen. 

"Man, that guy can be one real ice cold son of a bitch sometimes." 
Romeo shook his head in wonder. "Damn." 

"I hear ya." Buck agreed. The sound of approaching footsteps prompted 
them to turn. Gerry, the pilot who had dropped them off in the 
forest, was walking up. Buck had instructed him to fly back to Beacon 
once they had hitched a ride with Jaune and his team. "There you are 
Gerry." He greeted. 

"You wanted to see me Lieutenant? Did you miss me too much already?" 
Gerry saluted in an overly animated fashion. 

Buck wasn't amused. "I just need you to take us to Ozpin's office, 
that's it" 


"Oh, well why didn't you say so in the first place lieutenant Buck? 



Follow me! Just try to keep up with these legs of fire!" Gerry began 
laughing out loud obnoxiously to himself as he led the ODSTs. 

"I swear, the people here get more retarded by the minute." Romeo 
muttered under his breath. Buck kept walking along wordlessly. Too 
much was going on in his head. The store bombing in the newspaper. 

The jail breakout. The bodies in the forest. Were they all somehow 
connected? More importantly, how was it that they had learned more 
about the Grimm from a bunch of kids in a few minutes than they did 
from a few hours spent with Ozpin? Why had the headmaster failed to 
inform them of such crucial information? Gerry's voice cut into his 
thoughts . 

"Here we are, ladies and ladies!" The trio stood beneath the giant 
tower that loomed over the Beacon campus. "Just take the elevator up 
and you're fine as gravy!" 

"So his office is the tower itself huh?" Romeo mused. "Prick." 

Buck studied it for a brief second. "Alright, thanks Gerry, I'll be 
sure to let the headmaster know what a great help you've been." He 
said truthfully. 

"I appreciate that lieutenant Buck. Just remember, there isn't much 
around here that I can't help with. I'm a jack of all trades. They 
used to call me the ' JackDaddy ' ! " Gerry bursted out laughing to 
himself again as he walked off. 

"Pretty sure I lose a hundred brain cells every time he opens his 
mouth." Romeo grunted when Gerry got out of earshot. 

"Forget about him." Buck said. "Just remember your manners when we 
get up there." 

"Yeah yeah yeah, I will, I will." Romeo sighed. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 

><p>"Watch your tongue Mr. Romeo!" Glynda Goodwitch bristled with 
anger. "That is no way to speak to the Headmaster of this school!" 

She stood in front of Ozpin' s desk defensively. The ODST had pretty 
much started to chew out Ozpin out as soon as the elevator doors slid 
open. The headmaster sat behind his desk with a seemingly confused 
look on his face.<p> 

"Romeo! What were we just talking about?!" Buck snapped. 

"Maaan, you know I just said all that so you'd let me come up here 
right? I need to put this fool in his place and let him know what a 
fucking idiot he is!" 

"That's enough!" Goodwitch shouted. "I've just about had it with you 
people, how about-" 

Ozpin calmly raised a hand to silence her. "There's no need for any 
of that Glynda. Let's just try to find out what he's upset 
about . " 

Romeo whirled back around to face Ozpin. "Oh I'll tell you what I'm 
upset about you-" 



"Romeo stand down!" Buck ordered harshly. _ I should've known better. 
Was I actually expecting him to act decent for once? _Buck took a 
significantly calmer tone as he addressed Ozpin. "I think it'd be 
better if you and I had this conversation alone." He glared at Romeo, 
then turned back to the headmaster. 

Ozpin met Buck's gaze. "Perhaps that would be for the best. Very 
well. Glynda, if you would please show Mr. Romeo to his room 
then . " 

Goodwitch opened her mouth to protest, thought for a second, then 
closed it. "Alright." She growled reluctantly, obviously displeased. 
She and Ozpin had pressing matters to talk about but the headmaster 
had only just returned from another one of his random 'errands' (as 
he liked to call them) and they had barely began their talk when the 
two ODSTs suddenly stormed in. 

"Don't worry." Ozpin reassured as he sensed her frustrations. "We'll 
continue our discussions tomorrow." 

"I know." Goodwitch replied curtly. She walked to the elevator and 
looked expectantly at Romeo. 

"Here, take this back with you." Buck ordered as he shoved his helmet 
into Romeo's chest. He was still a little ticked off Romeo had lied 
to him. 

"Tch." Romeo snatched the helmet and pushed Buck's arm away. He 
followed Goodwitch into the elevator. 

"Thank you Glynda, and I do apologize for whatever it is that upset 
you Mr. Romeo." Ozpin called after them. Neither said a word as the 
elevator doors closed. It was just him and Buck now. Ozpin had to 
grin dispite himself. "Quite a mood those two are in." He commented 
lightly . 

Buck said nothing. 

"Please, " Ozpin motioned with his hand to the chair across from him. 
"Have a seat. Captain." 

"It's lieutenant." Buck corrected as he sat down. 

"Right, my apologies." Ozpin abruptly stood up and grabbed his mug. 
"Would you like some coffee?" 

Buck raised an eyebrow and glanced over at Ozpin' s clock. "It's 
midnight . " 

Ozpin chuckled as he went to refill his drink. "Ah yes, so it is. I 
suppose it's another weird habit of mine." 

Buck took a quick scan of the office with his eyes. There was a 
bulletin board off to the side with numerous news articles and 
pictures attached on to it. He briefly read some of the headlines. 
Words like 'Grimm Attack', 'Dust shortage', 'Rising Prices', 'White 
Fang', and 'Robberies' reoccurred frequently. He narrowed his eyes. 

An article regarding the intrusion of the Central Police Station he 
had read about earlier was up there as well. On Ozpin 's desk in front 



of him, various reports and files were scattered around the desk. He 
saw the name 'Roman Torchwick' come up several times. He took his 
eyes off the papers and pretended to inspect his armor when he heard 
Ozpin walking back over. 

"You know, it's quite rare for me to have visitors here this late at 
night. We usually lock everything up around eleven." Ozpin grinned. 
"In fact, if Glynda and I didn't have certain ... matters to discuss 
tonight, you and I most likely would not be having this conversation 
right now . " 

Buck tilted his head up slightly. "That so? Sorry for intruding 
then." He apologized casually, showing none of the frustration he was 
feeling. He noticed the slight pause in Ozpin' s speech. Based on his 
observations, Ozpin and Goodwitch were no doubt talking about 
something important. The files on the desk and the stuff on bulletin 
board made that point obvious. However, Buck had no intention of 
bringing it up. He had something more important to talk to the 
headmaster about . 

Ozpin took his seat across from Buck and took a sip of his coffee. 
"Don't trouble yourself, I don't mind. It's not everyday I get the 
privilege to talk with someone from another universe." He pushed the 
rim of his glasses up a little bit. "So what is this about?" 

Buck straightened himself. "I'm going to be blunt, I'm more than a 
little pissed right now. You gave us a job that pretty much 
guaranteed our deaths. If it weren't for some of your students 
showing up at the right time, we would've been steak on a platter for 
those Grimm things. You knew we weren't from around here. You knew we 
don't understand the first thing about those damn creatures." Buck 
found himself raising his voice despite his efforts to stay calm. 

"You knew the weapons we had probably weren't going to get the job 
done. The dossier you gave us labeled things as low threat when those 
same things are the ones that almost killed us. Were you actually 
trying to take us out!?" 

Ozpin took a deep breath. "Now I see why Mr. Romeo was so furious 
with me." The headmaster remained as calm as always. "I must admit 
that I did not manage this very well. Yes, you're right to be upset. 
And yes, I did have initial concerns about how'd you'd adjust to 
fighting here on Remnant." 

"You should have voiced them then." Buck stated flatly. He had calmed 
a little and lowered his voice back down. But there was still a 
certain edge in it. 

Ozpin slowly nodded. "Yes, I should have. However, you must 
understand, as much as you're confused about how things work here, 

I'm just as oblivious to how things are in where you come from. With 
all of these ' technological advancements' in your world Mr. Mickey 
was informing me about last night, I had simply assumed that you were 
more than capable for the job." He sighed again. 

"Assuming things is a dangerous practice." Buck pointed out in a 
piercing tone. 

Ozpin nodded in agreement once again. "Yes, and I now see that that 
was a huge mistake on my part and I'm truly am sorry. I had viewed 
this as a perfect win-win situation at first. You and your men were 



in an unfavorable situation and I was in need of a quick defensive 
countermeasures force. I suppose I may have jumped the gun in my 
haste. Please forgive me, I had a lot of other things on my mind and 
did not oversee our agreement like I should have." 

Buck narrowed his eyes. Ozpin seemed to be genuinely apologetic. Yet 
something still felt a little ... of f? Buck shook his head to clear his 
thoughts. _Maybe I'm being over paranoid. _He ' d been told that by 
more than one person before, after all. Now it was Buck who sighed. 
The headmaster did seem to have a lot going on at once. Maybe he 
should cut the other man some slack, if not only by a little bit. 
"Well if it really is just a misunderstanding, then no hard feelings. 
But just so we're clear, my men and I will _not _be going back out 
there anytime soon. If at all. And if that means voiding our 
agreement, then so be it." 

"I understand," Ozpin said. "And I don't plan on asking that from you 
again. With that being said, even though you were ill-prepared to 
deal with the Grimm, you still honored our agreement and held up your 
end of the bargain. I don't take that for granted. You've kept your 
word, now let me keep mine. How does an extended stay at my school 
sound? " 

Buck glanced in surprise. "What?" He had honestly expected the 
headmaster to send them back to the police station after this. So the 
sudden proposition caught him off guard. 

Ozpin smiled. "Like I said, you did what was asked of you to the best 
of your abilities despite poor management from my end. It would 
hardly be fair for me to simply send you on your way. So, while 
you're here, feel free to attend any class during the day when the 
second semester starts back up should you feel the need to gain more 
knowledge. Our shuttle services will continue to be available for you 
and I'll be more than happy to cover any expenses. Of course, we may 
ask you to assist the students if needed, but you won't have to worry 
about fighting Grimm or anything of that nature." 

"What's with this sudden generosity?" Buck asked somewhat 
suspiciously. "I just went off on you and you come back and reward 
me? What, you actually like being ripped on or something?" A slight 
pause. "Or is this supposed to be part of the apology?" 

Ozpin chuckled. "Perhaps in this situation, I deserve to be 'ripped 
on', as you've put it. But I value a man for his honesty and 
integrity far more than anything else. You can view my offer as an 
apology, however, I'd say it's more out of appreciation and respect. 

I can tell you're a man of your word lieutenant, surely you can 
understand my perspective?" 

Buck seemed to think for a moment. Standing up, he offered his hand. 
"Well, if that's the case, then we gratefully accept your 
offer. " 

Ozpin stood as well and took the hand with a smile. "I'm glad we 
could come to even terms in a peaceful manner. Here's hoping to a 
successful long term cooperation." 

Buck nodded. "I sure hope so, headmaster. For your sake, and mine." 

He turned to leave but Ozpin stopped him. 



"One more thing before you go lieutenant." The professor briefly 
informed Buck about Mickey's ordeal with the intruders, which caused 
Buck to widen his eyes in surprise. "Did you see anything or anyone 
suspicious while you were out there? We've accounted for two 
intruders and a third who ' d escaped. But I would like to know if 
there were possibly more people involved. Those men must've had a 
good reason for breaking into my school." 

Buck realized the headmaster was eyeing him carefully. _He ' s looking 
for my reaction, _he realized. "Well..." he told Ozpin about the four 
bodies they had discovered in the forest. "But other than that, not 
really . " 

Ozpin raised his eyebrows. "Bodies? In the forest? Can you tell me 
more about them?" 

"Not much to tell." Buck said with a straight face. "There were 
screwed up so bad I couldn't even tell what they were at first. If I 
didn't know better, I'd say it was probably the Grimm. What, you 
think these events are related?" 

"It's possible." Ozpin mused. "I suppose I ' d be hoping for to much if 
I asked you to tell me what kind of people they were?" 

"You got that right," Buck grunted. "I can't stand looking at dead 
people, especially if they look like the ones we found tonight. I 
like to leave that kind of stuff to the medical 
geeks . " 

"Understandable, you notified local authorities then?" 

"Yeah, had one of your students call the police, they should be 
taking them to the morgue pretty soon. You can check them out 
yourself tomorrow if you'd like." Buck had kept his gaze on Ozpin the 
entire time and for a fleeting second he could've sworn he saw the 
other man's lips curve into a smile. But it was so brief that he 
wasn't sure if he was just hallucinating. A long yawn. Buck's mind 
had been spinning non-stop for the past 24 hours and he was exhausted 
both physically and mentally. But mainly mentally. He needed some 
rest . 

Ozpin seemed to notice the ODST ' s fatigue. "Thank you for the 
information lieutenant, you've been nothing but help to me. Go on and 
get some rest now, you certainly deserve it." 

"Thanks." Buck said with a simple wave. "Have a good night 
professor." With that, he walked into the elevator. 

Closing his eyes, Ozpin folded his hands and rested his chin on top 
of them: sitting there quietly, thinking. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Back in team JNPR's room. Lie Ren was having some troubling 
thoughts of his own. The rest of his team were already asleep as he 
sat up in his bed unable to do the same. His emotions were toying 
with him and he couldn't figure out why. He considered his ability to 
remain calm under almost any situation as one of his strongest 
qualities and often prided himself for the fact. So why had he gotten 
so angry earlier that night at that Lieutenant Buck guy? What was it 



that he had done that had made Ren instantly dislike him? Was it even 
anger that he felt, or was it something else. Something 
like. . . jealousy. <p> 

_Jealousy? Over what? Nora? _No, that wasn't it... was it? What was 
there for him to be jealous about? He looked over to his partner who 
was snoring loudly on the other side of the room. After all, it's not 
like he... wait could it be that... did he..._No, there's no way! _He 
hit himself on the side of his head. What was he even thinking about? 
She was his partner. They were just teammates. Friends. That was it, 
nothing more ... right ? _Although she was sitting pretty close to me on 
the bullhead. And during the trip, didn't she say something 
like . . ._ 

Ren buried his head in his hands. This was all wrong. He was thinking 
about a bunch of things he shouldn't be thinking about. Maybe he was 
just tired. Yeah, that was it. It had to be. There was no other 
sensible explanation. None at all. He was going to get a good nights 
sleep and everything would be back to normal in the morning. No more 
weird thoughts. No more random fits of anger. All he needed was 
sleep. Feeling reassured, he laid back down and closed his eyes. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>The shower had run out of hot water once again when Buck made it 
back into the room, but he didn't care. He actually preferred the 
freezing water at a time like this. It helped him relax and feel more 
refreshed after all the mental labor that had been going on in his 
head. He put on a set of pj's Ozpin had given them the previous night 
and walked out of the bathroom. The Rookie (still in his armor) 
seemed to be asleep in his bed while Mickey sat in front of the 
screen monitor cleaning his pistol. Buck had sent Romeo out with the 
dirty laundry as punishment . <p> 

The Lieutenant examined their room. "They did a good job cleaning 
up." He observed. 

"More like her." Mickey corrected, still focused on his pistol. "A 
wave of the wand and everything's like new. Just like at lunch today. 
Crazy stuff." Mickey too was beginning to realize how much different 
this place was compared to back home. However, something else was 
occupying his thoughts at the moment. 

"You holding up alright?" 

"Sure, never better." 

"You don't look like it." 

Mickey set his gun down. "I don't know Gunny. It's just that, that 
was the first time I've actually had to kill another person with my 
own hands. It just feels kind of weird you know?" He hadn't realized 
it until after Blake and Weiss had left. But when he did, he found it 
slightly troubling. 

Buck's expression was one of understanding. "Forget about it." He 
said simply. "It was either going to be you or him. You did what you 
had to do to. Nothing else to it." 


Mickey didn't seem convinced. "Well, maybe I didn't have to kill him. 



There might've been another way." 

Buck shook his head. "Hesitating would've gotten _you_ killed and 
that would've been really bad. We're not exactly in the best of 
circumstances right now which means we certainly can't afford losing 
you to some low life crook just because you were trying to be the 
bigger man. So straighten up." 

That seemed to make a bigger impact. Mickey let out a slight chuckle 
after a brief moment. "Yeah you're right, I'm over thinking this. 

That guy was a dick anyways." 

Buck nodded with approval. "There you go, that's more like it." He 
made the statement with confidence, but deep down Buck could relate 
with where Mickey was coming from. They had defended humanity from 
the Covenant for such a long time that the concept of turning the gun 
around and firing at another person seemed foreign. Had he been the 
one to pull the trigger instead of Mickey, he was almost certain he 
would have the same reaction as well. 

Romeo came stumbling in with his hands full of clothes. He threw them 
all on Buck's bed. "There, they're clean." He grunted. 

Buck examined the pile. "Good. Now go hang them up." He indicated the 
closet . 

Romeo gave an exasperated sigh. "Seriously?" 

Buck shrugged. "Shouldn't have played me like that." 

Romeo glared at him. "You're such a bitch." He muttered as he went to 
hang the laundry. 

Buck raised an eyebrow. "What was that?" 

Another grunt. "Nothing." 

Buck had to smirk despite himself. _That ' s what I thought, 

Romeo ._ 

The sharpshooter decided to change the subject. "How'd it go 
anyway? " 

"After we _talked _about it like civil people, he decided to give us 
an extended stay." Buck answered with emphasis. "He's also offering 
to provide us with some solid financial support. Best part, none of 
that Grimm bs . " 

"Are you being for real?" Mickey was surprised. "That's it? He's just 
going to let us freeload?" 

"More or less, yeah." Buck said. "We may have to help out around the 
school once every now and then, but that's about it." 

"How'd you convince him?" Romeo asked as he hung up the last piece of 
clothing . 

"I was respectful and polite for one. And I didn't hark at him like 
an idiot . " 



Romeo glowered at his lieutenant. "You're not letting this one go are 
you? " 

Buck gave a wry grin. "Wouldn't count on it." 

Romeo waved it off. "Whatever. See if I give two shits." 

Mickey watched the exchange with amusement. "Oh the consequences for 
insubordination." He said humorously. 

"Who was even talking to your ass Mickey?" Romeo responded with 
indignation . 

"Alright settle down." Buck cut in before Mickey could retort. "You 
boys go on and get some sleep. We got a big day tomorrow." 

"Why? What's happening tomorrow?" Mickey asked. 

Buck's face hardened with determination. "We're gonna go find Captain 
Dare and meet up with the rest of our guys out there." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>The masked man stood in a dark freezing alleyway in downtown 
Vale, his red hair moving in waves due to the cold draft of wind. His 
scroll buzzed, indicating a text message. The man read through the 
contents of the message briefly and put the scroll back in his 
pocket. He looked behind him at the eight White Fang soldiers who 
were awaiting his command. Behind them parked a car and a truck. 
"Scenario two." The man barked. "Get into your positions . "<p> 

His name was Adam Taurus. He was the leading field commander for the 
White Fang. He cared little for humanity and believed the world to be 
a better place without their existence. As a result, he was ruthless 
in combat: never hesitating to kill if it meant getting the job done. 
And tonight, that's exactly what he was going to do. He watched as 
his men got into the vehicles and drove off. With a smirk on his 
face, Adam Taurus disappeared into the alley. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Three police officers stood in a parking lot behind the Vale 
Central Hospital. Captain Bronzewing unzipped the bodybag. Upon 
seeing who it was, he closed his eyes and mumbled a quick prayer 
before zipping it back up. He looked over at the two detectives 
(Jackson and Nash) standing behind him. "It's them." He confirmed 
grimly. The four bodies were team HRNT (Hornet), a team of hunters 
who ' d been tasked to work closely with the police in their 
investigations. A bullhead had just dropped the corpses off and they 
were about to be loaded into a morgue van.<p> 

Last night while he was clearing up a traffic accident on the 
highway. Bronzewing had gotten a call from Nash telling him Hei Xiong 
had escaped from captivity. The captain had assigned HRNT the job of 
tracking him down. However, they lost contact soon after. Bronzewing 
sighed. This was without a doubt his responsibility. The hunters had 
fully placed their trust in him and he had sent them to their deaths. 
He would have to notify the family members tomorrow and arrange the 
burial ceremony. 



"It's ironic." Detective Nash commented. "Getting killed by the same 
things they were trained to hunt down." 

"Take a closer look." Bronzewing said. "There 're blade marks all over 
them. This wasn't just some Grimm attack." 

"You really think Junior's that capable?" Jackson asked doubtfully. 
"It barely took three of our guys to detain him last week." 

"No." Bronzewing shook his head. "Hei Xiong's small fry. And he's 
sloppy. I've had enough run-ins with him to know that he's not our 
guy. He may have been involved, but that," he indicated the bodybags 
with a thumb. "Was the work of a professional." 

Nash thoughtfully placed a hand under his chin. "Torchwick?" 

"It's possible." Bronzewing nodded. The morgue van backed into the 
parking lot and the driver got out to load the bodies into the back. 
"The coroner will be able to give us more details after his 
examination." The captain continued. "We'll pay him a visit tomorrow 
and see what he comes up with." 

"Is he going to be ok by himself?" Nash indicated the morgue 
driver . 

"I don't see why he wouldn't be." Bronzewing said. "Who would ever go 
after a morgue van? Well, I gotta sign the release forms, you two go 
ahead and take the rest of the night off." 

"We'll keep an eye on him just in case." Jackson decided. "We gotta 
drop the car back off at the station and the morgue's on our way 
anyways . " 

"If you insist." Bronzewing waved indifferently. "But honestly, you'd 
just be wasting your time." The captain walked into the hospital to 
sign the forms. 

Jackson looked over to his partner. "You ready?" 

"Yeah," Nash yawned. "Let's go, I'm tired as hell." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>The unmarked police car pulled to a stop at the four way 
intersection as the traffic light turned red: the morgue van right 
behind it. Jackson could see the morgue entrance just a few blocks 
ahead. The drive had been smooth and unevent ful . <p> 

"Guess we were worried about nothing then." Nash said from the 
passenger seat. 

"Guess so." Jackson agreed before changing topics. "You sure you 
don't want to go for a couple of drinks though?" 

Nash gave his partner an incredulous look. "Have you seen what time 
it is? I have to take the kids to school tomorrow. Sarah's probably 
still waiting on me too." 


"Alright, fair enough." It was times like this that made Jackson 
wonder if having a family was worth it. The amount of commitment it 



took was mind-blowing. He had to give his partner a lot of credit. 
Nash's wife was beautiful, and his two kids were incredibly cute. And 
yet Nash was still a dedicated detective despite all of that. Jackson 
didn't know if he could keep the same level of commitment if he were 
to have a family of his own. But that was thinking too far ahead. 
Jackson had an amazing girlfriend of his own, and he was getting 
close to proposing. He had the ring picked out and everything. He 
just needed to figure out how he was going to do it. Just thinking 
about it gave him chills. He took a deep breath to clear his 
thoughts. His partner wasn't the only one who needed rest. 

The light turned green and Jackson eased the car forward. The next 
few seconds were a blur to him. 

A truck slammed into the passenger side of the police car at full 
speed as it crossed the intersection and sent it rolling down street. 
The driver of the morgue van started in shock and instinctively 
pounded the brakes; stopping just a few feet short of hitting the 
other vehicle. 

Four White Fang soldiers exited the truck. One of them aimed his gun 
at the window and put a bullet in between the driver's eyes. The 
other three proceeded to cautiously approach the totaled police 
cruiser, which now lay upside down. A smaller sedan parked behind the 
morgue van and four more White fang soldiers stepped out. One broke 
the lock to the back with a crowbar, allowing the other three to 
enter . 

Jackson slowly opened his eyes and regained consciousness . His first 
thought was one of confusion as he realized he was sitting upside 
down. It took a second before he remembered what had occurred. They 
had been hit by another car. The passenger side had bore the worst of 
the collision and one look at Nash told Jackson that his partner was 
gone. Jackson's own right arm had been cut badly by glass and he 
could feel blood dripping down the right side of his forehead. He 
took a quick scan of his surroundings and saw three masked faunus 
armed with guns closing in on the car. 

"Son of a bitch." Jackson muttered under his breath as he realized 
what was going on. He quickly unbuckled his seat belt and dropped to 
the floor. Kicking the driverside door open, the detective crawled 
out. The faunus began shooting at him almost immediately. Jackson 
jumped over to the other side of the police car for cover. It was a 
good thing he was left handed. He drew his own gun and shot back at 
the White Fang soldiers; managing to take one of them out. The 
gunfire from the other two forced him back into cover. 

Jackson realized there were even more faunus behind the ones that 
were shooting at him. There was no way he could handle this on his 
own. He reached for his radio to call in back up but felt a searing 
pain coarse through his midsection before he could press the button. 
The detective let out a sharp gasp. Struggling to lift his gaze, he 
saw that a man was standing in front of him. A man that had thrust a 
red blade straight into his lower abdomen. Jackson's body went limp 
and his arms dropped to his sides. 

Adam Taurus withdrew Wilt and sheathed it. "I don't think you'll be 
getting any help on this one _pal_. " He smirked. Indicating the dead 
White Fang soldier lying on the ground, he ordered the other two 
briskly. "Put him in the bed of the truck." The subordinates nodded 



and moved to pick up their fallen comrade. Adam walked over to the 
back of the morgue van and addressed his men who were inside. 

"Well?" 

"It's them." One of them reported. 

Adam nodded. "Good. You know what to do then." With that, he walked 
over and got into the truck, where the rest of his soldiers were 
waiting for him. The truck made a 180 degrees turn and drove off. The 
remaining faunus placed timed charges in the morgue van before 
getting into the sedan and following after the truck. 

Jackson was still alive, but barely. He could feel himself slowly 
start to bleed out. Knowing he didn't have much time, he used 
whatever energy he had left to dip his index finger in his own blood 
and jot down two letters. 

The timer on the charges hit zero and the morgue van went up in 
flames, shattering the silence of the night. 

**A/N: Just another chapter to help set things in motion, the next 
one will advance the plot a lot more. As always, thanks for reading 
and feel free to leave any comments or thoughts! I'll be finished 
editing chapter 5 within the next couple of days.** 


13. SABR 

**Location: Downtown Vale, Near City Morgue** 

**Time: 2:00 AM** 

Detectives Phelps and Bekowsky ducked under the yellow tape and 
walked into the crime scene. Police cruisers surrounded the area with 
patrol officers around every block questioning local residents and 
passerby's. A firetruck was hosing down what remained of the morgue 
van and the entire intersection had been blocked off to traffic by 
barricades. The stench of burnt rubber and flesh filled the air and 
made breathing somewhat difficult. A little distance away from the 
morgue van lay the overturned police car. 

Bekowsky couldn't believe his eyes. "You're seeing all of this aren't 
you Phelps?" 

"Hard to miss, Bekowsky." Came the short response from Phelps. 

A patrolman approached them. "Thank Oum you guys are here, this whole 
thing ' s a mess ! " 

"What've you got for us so far?" Phelps asked bluntly. 

"We must've had like fifty calls come in at once reporting gunshots 
and loud explosions." The officer told the detectives. "No eye 
witnesses as far as we know, but we're gathering multiple accounts 
from the people around here. Called CSI already, they'll probably be 
here soon. Bodies are over there." The officer pointed to the wrecked 
police car. "Not exactly pretty though." 


"We'll have a look around." Phelps said. He walked to the middle of 
the intersection and observed his surroundings. There were shards of 



metal littered around on the ground. Most of them were black, which 
meant they probably belonged to the police car. But there were also a 
few white pieces mixed in there as well. Judging from the distance 
the police car was from where he was standing, Phelps guessed the 
other vehicle must have been moving three to four times the speed. 

And seeing the lack of white metal shards almost made Phelps certain 
the other vehicle was an SUV or truck of some kind. He wouldn't be 
surprised if it had a grill attached either. 

"Hey Phelps!" Bekowsky called over from the wreckage. "You might want 
to have a look at this." 

Phelps walked over to where was partner was standing. The first thing 
he noticed was the body sitting against the car. Jackson. Which meant 
the other one inside the car was his partner, Nash. Phelps briefly 
closed his eyes. Jackson and Nash were good detectives. 

"Looks like Old Jack left us a message." Bekowsky cut into his 
partner's thoughts. "This wasn't just some random hit and 
run . " 

Phelps looked more closely and sure enough there was something near 
Jackson's finger. Two letters written in blood. 'WF'. 

"It's a declaration of war." Bekowsky finished darkly. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>The two figures stood on a rooftop as another police cruiser 
drove by, sirens blazing. <p> 

"You've caused quite a lot of commotion." Cinder observed. 

Adam shrugged. "So what? I got the job done." 

"The killing wasn't necessary. You could've easily hijacked the van 
and disposed of it elsewhere." Cinder pointed out. 

Adam scoffed. "Too much work. Besides, my way was more fun." 

"Your way was reckless." 

"Don't try to tell me how to do my job." Adam snapped in annoyance. 
"What, you a cop lover of some sort?" 

Cinder held Adam's glare unflinching. "This doesn't have anything to 
do with me." She said with an icy calmness. "The fact is now you've 
drawn ten times the amount of attention you should have and that in 
turn is going to make _my _job harder." 

Adam snorted. "Well that's your problem then. Nothing in my job 
description says I have to make sure Cinder has an easy life. In fact 
why don't you go blame 'that person'. It's not my fault it was on 
such short notice." 

Adam knew he pissed a lot of people off. And he knew he was good at 
it. But for some reason. Cinder never seemed bothered by him. The 
dust wielder simply continued to hold eye contact, which in turn made 
him slightly uncomfortable. "My problems are your problems too." She 
finally said cooly. "Don't forget we're in a partnership." In a 



bright flash of flames. Cinder vanished. 

"Partnership? Tch, that's a word for it." Adam muttered under his 
breath. "Let's see how long it lasts." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>6 Hours Later : <strong> 

Buck tossed the brochure down on the table. "Have a look boys." The 
lieutenant took a seat next to The Rookie. Mickey and Romeo sat 
across from them. It was breakfast time at the academy. 

Mickey took the brochure. "The Forest of Forever Fall?" He observed 
the red trees in the picture. "Wait, this looks like where we 
landed ! " 

"Exactly. Turns out it's not that far from here." Buck 
explained . 

"Getting there shouldn't be a problem then." Mickey beamed with 
enthusiasm . 

"Hold up," Romeo interjected. "How do we know that's the place? Just 
because it looks like it doesn't mean it is." 

"I checked the maps." Buck said simply. "There's no other red forest 
anywhere close to where we are. It's a safe bet." 

"Didn't you put a tracker on one of the pelicans?" Mickey 
recalled . 

"Sure did." Buck grinned. "It'll show up on our VISR's once we're in 
a 25 mile radius." 

"So what's the game plan?" Mickey asked. 

"I'm going to give our friend Gerry a call, he can get us 
there . " 

"That guy?" Romeo bursted with indignation. "Fuck no Gunny, he's 
annoying as hell!" 

"You're always welcome to hang back here by yourself Romeo." Buck 
replied evenly. 

"You said the same thing the other night. What, getting too old to 
think of a new line _lieutenant ? "_ Romeo chuckled at his own 
jab . 

"When do we leave?" Mickey cut in. 

"As soon as we finish eating." Buck decided. "I'd rather get an early 
start. No telling how long this is going to take. ' ' 

"Where are you going?" Came a cheerful voice. 

The ODSTs turned to see a familiar blonde. 


"How are you Yang?" Buck greeted. 



"Doing great!" Yang beamed. "Hey Mickey." 


"What's up." Mickey waved. Romeo meaningfully nudged him in the 
shoulder which caused the younger ODST to roll his eyes. 

Yang noticed Romeo and raised an eyebrow. "Still want my number?" She 
teased . 

Romeo shook his head in slight embarrassment. "Look, I know I 
probably came off as some thirsty-ass douchebag, but we got off on 
the wrong foot. I was just stressed, I started acting weird. I don't 
really know why." 

"You _were_ acting a bit out of character weren't you?" Mickey 
grinned . 

"At least I didn't get my ass handed to me by some washed-up doctor." 
Romeo snorted, back to his normal demeanor again. 

"Nope, you got your ass handed to you by a teenage girl!" Mickey shot 
back, his grin turning into a smirk. 

"How about I put my fist in your mouth." Romeo growled. 

"You do that and I'll shoot you." Mickey declared as a matter of 
f act ly . 

"Please do it." Romeo begged sarcast ically . "It'll sure get me outta 
this God damn mess." 

"Mess?" Yang turned quizzical, suddenly curious. 

"Oh yeah, trust me." Romeo began. "It's some fuck-" 

"Romeo's been dealing with some personal issues lately." Buck quickly 
interrupted; shooting his sniper a glare. "He tends to act up when he 
gets depressed." 

"Oh has he?" Yang seemed thoughtful. "That would explain his creepy 
behavior I guess." She mused hesitantly. "Well, I hope you get 
better . " 

Romeo wanted to deny Buck's claim. But the hard stare his lieutenant 
was giving him was making him have second thoughts. "Yeah, thanks." 

He grunted instead, not grateful at all. "We cool then?" 

"Yeah, we're cool." Yang decided. "So, where are you all going?" She 
went back to her original question. 

"We were thinking about heading into town today to hang out and relax 
a little." Buck lied. 

"That sounds like fun!" Ruby approached the table with Weiss and 
Blake behind her. She saw The Rookie. "JD! Hey!" 

The Rookie nodded. _'What's up.' _ 

The girl in red was familiar. Buck remembered she had helped with 
giving them the tour of Beacon. "It's Ruby right?" 



"Yep! That's me!" Ruby nodded enthusiastically, if not a bit 
awkwardly . 


Yang was surprised. "You know each other?" 

Mickey unconsciously cut her off. "Blake, Weiss, always a pleasure." 
He said cheerfully. 

Weiss narrowed her eyes. "Hey... you." 

"Pleasure's all ours." Blake smiled. 

Now Yang was confused. "Wait, when did-" 

"This is the rest of my team." Mickey went on to introduce. "The guy 
next to me is Romeo, the one with the helmet is JD, and that's our 
LT, Ed Buck. " 

"Awesome! And we're team RWBY ! " Ruby cheered, indicating her 
teammates with her thumbs. 

"So you're all on the same team." Mickey observed. "I should've 
known . " 

Yang tried again. "How do all of you already know-" 

"Lieutenant Buck!" The group turned to see Jaune walk up, the rest of 
JNPR with him. 

"Jaune my man! What's going on?" Buck responded with uncharacterist ic 
enthusiasm . 

"Who are those kids?" Mickey asked. 

"They're the crazy little fuckers we saw last night." Romeo answered. 
"Saved our sorry-asses for sure." 

"No kidding?" Mickey wondered if Romeo was just messing with him. He 
had never seen these kids fight in person yet. As far as he could 
tell from Blake and Weiss last night, they just had fancy 
weapons . 

"It's true." Buck confirmed. "We owe them one." He proceeded to 
introduce the rest of the squad. 

"Nice to meet you guys." Jaune scratched the back of his head. "Uh, 
I'm Jaune and that's Pyrrha, Ren, and-" 

"Nooorra!" Nora sang. 

Yang was getting ready to lose it. "Can we all just take a step 
ba-" 

"So how ' d you guys keep my friends from getting buried six feet 
under?" Mickey addressed team JNPR. 

"Oh," Jaune wasn't sure how to begin. "Well, we did nothing special 
really. We just-" 



Yang exploded. "Dear Oum, COULD YOU ALL JUST CHILL OUT!? SERIOUSLY MY 
HEAD'S ABOUT TO EALL OEE ! SOMEONE EXPLAIN TO ME WHAT'S GOING ON, I 
HATE NOT KNOWING ! " 

The entire mess hall fell silent. Eor a brief moment, no one said a 
word . 

Romeo snorted. "And y'all call _me_ crazy. Euck outta here." 

Mickey sighed. "You just _want _her to beat you up don't 
you? " 

Seeing she had everyone's attention, Yang straightened up and smiled 
as if nothing had happened. "So can anyone tell me how you all know 
each other?" She asked in her normal tone. 

Blake gave a blank stare. 

"Talk about being bipolar." Weiss was unimpressed. 

"That's Yang for ya ! " Ruby giggled. 

"Well?" Yang pressed. "Who wants to be the storyteller?" 

The door opened and the cafeteria got more quiet, if that was even 
possible . 

"Oh what now?" Yang turned her head to see who had walked in. Her 
eyes widened and she froze. "Whoa." 

Buck noticed everyone else had just about the same reaction, except 
for Jaune and Ruby, who seemed rather confused. The ODST turned to 
study the newcomer. The kid was lean and heavily muscled. It was 
obvious he was an upperclassmen. He had no shirt on but wore a 
battered red cape instead with an equally torn pair of brown pants 
and red boots. One leg was bandaged and a huge claw mark ran 
diagonally down his chest and upper torso. More scars and bandages 
covered his face. His expression was hard and his silver hair was 
roughly trimmed. Around his waist was a utility belt. Clipped on it 
were a pair of heavily modified MMA styled gloves, a machete, and 
what seemed to be a pistol of some kind. One look and Buck knew he 
was battle-hardened. 

Other students cleared out of his way as he walked up to the 
breakfast counter. By this point quiet chatter had begun to buzz 
around in the mess hall. 

"What's going on?" Ruby squeaked. "Why is everybody acting so 
weird? " 

"Yeah, who's that guy?" Jaune echoed. 

"Do you two live under a cave?" Weiss was incredulous. "How do you 
not know who Akihiko Sanada is?" 

"Akihiccup wha?" Jaune tried to repeat. 

"Akihiko Sanada." Pyrrha corrected him. "Erom team SABR. They won the 
Vytal Eestival two years ago and have since been consistently 
regarded to be among the top ten teams in Beacon. I believe they're 



ranked third currently." 


"It's surprising to see him here on campus." Blake commented. "Top 
teams usually spend most of their time out on long-duration missions. 
I wonder if the rest of SABR is with him." 

"Team SABR?" Ruby had never heard of such a team. 

"They're third-years." Weiss explained. "Besides Sanada, there's 
Sting Eucliffe, Rogue Cheney, and Trunks Brief. Supposedly they've 
never lost a fight since being admitted into Beacon." 

"And they're fur reaking hot!" Nora exclaimed. Ren visibly cringed. 
But no one else seemed to notice. 

"You got that right girl!" Yang readily agreed. 

"Wait, if they've never lost, how come they're only third?" Jaune 
asked. "Shouldn't they be number one?" 

It was Ruby who answered him. "Team rankings are determined by the 
number of successful missions completed by a team, not wins silly! It 
makes more sense that way. More missions mean more experience; and 
experience is the most important thing. After all, our main job is to 
fend off Grimm, not other people right?" The young leader gave a grin 
to her partner. "See Weiss, I'm not clueless about 
everything ! " 

Despite herself, Weiss had to give Ruby credit. However, she wasn't 
about to give in completely. "'Most things' would suffice, I 
suppose . " 

"That was well said." The group turned to see Akihiko standing right 
there in front of them with a drink in his hand. 

Yang's jaw dropped slightly. "No way..." 

"The Grimm are our priority." He continued. "That's why we have to 
train everyday to get stronger. Someone's gotta take out the 
trash . " 

"Why? Does something smell bad?" Ruby asked innocently, clearly 
misunderstanding. Weiss facepalmed. 

Akihiko turned quizzical. "Uh...what?" 

"Just ignore that." Weiss sighed. "She has a tendency to speak 
without thinking." 

"I... see." Akihiko said after a slight pause. "Anyways, how have you 
been Pyrrha? It's been a while." 

All eyes turned to the spartan. Yang's jaw fell even lower. "It has 
been quite some time." Pyrrha agreed. "I see you haven't given up 
your bad drinking habit yet." She indicated the cup he was 
holding . 

Akihiko frowned. "Bad drinking habit? Protein's an essential part of 
good health and building up strength!" He declared with some 
heat . 



Pyrrha smiled. "I knew that would work you up." 

Akihiko scowled, but in a lighthearted manner. "Quit tryna pull my 
leg! My team already gives me enough of that crap." 

"Your team? I take it your mission was completed then?" Pyrrha 
asked . 

"Yeah," Akihiko nodded. "The job nearly took five months. Sorry I had 
to miss your first semester, we could've done a lot of 
training . " 

"Thats perfectly ok." Pyrrha chuckled. "It's not like you actually 
enjoy going to class anyways." 

"Tell me about it." Akihiko muttered, already dreadful. "I wish 
they'd send us out on another mission." 

"Ohmygosh, are you saying you guys are going to hang around? ! " Yang 
couldn't help bursting out, causing Blake to roll her 
eyes . 

"Unfortunately." Akihiko grunted, not nearly as thrilled. "Goodwitch 
wants us to fight in the Vytal Festival." The boxer explained. "We'll 
have to hang back at the academy to qualify, which means going to 
class again since we won't have a mission to make up the credit hours 
with." A sigh. "Hopefully my professors won't take 
attendance . " 

"Well, you'll have the tournament to look forward to." Phyrra pointed 
out . 

"Maybe," Akihiko wasn't enthusiastic. "There better be some tough 
opponents for us. Last time we practically waltzed to the 
title . " 

"Well we'll be fighting in it this time!" Ruby was suddenly pumped 
up. "And I bet we could kick your butt!" She pointed a finger at the 
boxer . 

"Ruby!" Weiss hissed at her partner, disapproval written all over her 
face . 

Akihiko ' s eyes gleamed. "I like your spirit." He said approvingly. 
"This tournament's gonna need more people like you. Ruby, was 
it?" 


The leader of team Rwby was slightly embarrassed now, realizing her 
outburst was louder and more direct than she intended. "Uh, yeah, 
that's me." She chuckled. 

"I'll see you around." Akihiko casually waved. "Pyrrha, text me 
sometime, we need to catch up." 

"Of course." Pyrrha smiled. The two gave each other a fist bump and 
Akihiko stalked off, exciting the dining hall. 

Yang's eyes locked on to Pyrrha. "You know him?! How come you never 
told me?!" She half asked half demanded. 



"It just never came up." Pyrrha answered simply. "It's not that 
interesting honestly. He was a senior at Sanctum when I was a second 
year. I was training late at night one time and he was there too. 

From then on, I guess we unofficially became sparring partners. 

That's basically how we met." 

Yang narrowed her eyes and a familiar teasing grin came out. "Ohhhh, 
'Sparring' huh?" Blake silently shook her head. 

"Yes, as in training." Pyrrha clarified, not seeming to understand 
the implication. 

"Is he really that good?" Jaune asked. 

Pyrrha nodded. "He was the top student at Sanctum before I was. I can 
only imagine how much better he's gotten." 

Cardin walked over with Russell at his side. "Think this tournament 
just got a shit-ton harder." He remarked. 

"What, giving it up already?" Yang smirked. 

"You wish." Cardin gave his own cocky grin. "CRDL's gonna go deep 
this year." The two CRDL members fist bumped. 

"Hell yeah." Russell agreed. "As long as Sky and Dove don't go full 
retard, we should be good." 

"Wouldn't count on it." Blake commented dully. 

Cardin shrugged. "Who cares? It's not like all four of us have to 
make it through the match in order to win." He turned to Jaune. "We 
still on for tonight?" 

"Yeah, sure." Jaune nodded. "I've been slacking a little bit lately 
haha . " 

"What are you guys gonna do?" Nora asked. 

Cardin waved her off. "Bro stuff, you won't get it." 

Nora feigned hurt. "It's not nice to exclude people!" 

"You can get over it." Cardin snarked with friendly 
indifference . 

Yang grinned. "You are such a jerk Cardin." 

Cardin gave a quick salute with two fingers. "Being a jerk is just 
part of my charm." 

"As if." Yang dragged out with a certain degree of sass. 

"Hey, where did Lieutenant Buck go?" Jaune suddenly realized. 

"Yeah, where's JD?" Ruby added on. 


Everyone turned to see four empty seats where the ODSTS had been 
sitting . 



><p>Beacon grew smaller and smaller from the ODSTs ' field of vision 
as the bullhead departed from the academy. All four were fully armed 
in their combat gear. Gerry was singing to himself in the cockpit 
with headphones on.<p> 

"How long do you guys think it'll take for them to notice we're 
gone?" Mickey asked. 

"Probably a while." Buck guessed. "They were all focused on that one 
kid. " 

Romeo snorted. "Tell me about it. What's so interesting about a half 
naked cape guy anyways?" 

"He's probably a top student there if I had to guess. Just based on 
how all the other kids were staring at him." Buck reasoned. "But I'm 
not complaining. It gave us a chance to slip away before I had to 
answer more of Yang's question about our plans." 

"That's true." Mickey agreed. "Did you see all those bandages and 
scars though? The kid almost looks like a caveman." 

Romeo smirked. "I could take him. Doesn't seem that tough to me at 
all . " 

Buck's eyes narrowed and a small grin came out. "If you can actually 
manage that. I'll promote you to staff sergeant." 

"Done." Romeo immediately agreed. He turned to Mickey. "You're 
looking at your new boss." 

Mickey shook his head. "Yeah, right." 

Buck held a hand up. "I'm getting a signal from the tracker." He 
informed his team quietly. The bullhead had reached the Forest of 
Forever Fall and was now skimming over the top of the tree 
line . 

"How long?" Mickey asked, mimicking Buck's low voice. 

"Roughly 10 minutes." Buck guessed. "I'll have Gerry drop us off 
somewhere nearby and we'll walk the rest of the way on foot." 

"This is going to be great." Romeo muttered. They were going to have 
to be walking through the woods again. It made perfect sense. Buck 
didn't want Gerry or anyone else to know about the other ODST ' s and 
Romeo had to agree with his lieutenant on the matter. But just 
because he knew why they had to walk didn't mean he had to like 
it . 

"I'll have him drop us off from five miles out." Buck decided. "It 
shouldn't take us more than an hour to cover the rest of the 
distance . " 

"An hour?" Romeo's eyes widened. "That's means those dumbass Grimm 
things will have a whole hour to find us." 



Buck walked into the cockpit and came back out with a large suitcase. 
"Which is exactly why we have these." He opened the suitcase to 
reveal the four pistol-like guns that were placed inside. "I got 
these from Goodwitch earlier today." Buck explained. "They're full 
auto and loaded with dust cartridges. Should make us more capable 
against Grimm." 

Mickey took one out of the case and examined it, testing its balance 
and weight. It was surprisingly light. "Cool." 

The Rookie took one out as well and casually replaced his MGS with 
it . 

Romeo was a lot more hesitant. "Did you forget what happened last 
night Gunny? Let me remind you we almost got pounded in the ass by 
those things. And now you want to go out there and risk all our lives 
again? What is this, some secret death wish of yours?" 

Buck wagged a finger at Romeo. "Not exactly. I did my research this 
time. The Forest of Forever Fall is a hot spot for scientific 
researchers because of some certain sap the trees there make. The 
place is frequently patrolled by huntsmen to keep it relatively safe. 
The chance we have of running into those Grimm is slim, and even if 
we do, we won't run into many. Kinda like a couple days ago when you 
shot that bear. So no, I don't have a death wish. And if you're 
scared, then feel free to stay on this plane." 

"And be with that dumbass by myself?" Romeo retorted indicating 
Gerry, who was now one-handing the controls while he continued 
singing aloud and pumping his other hand in a fist. "No way." He 
grunted as he snatched the third pistol in the suitcase for himself. 
"I'd actually rather die." 

"When'd you find all that information?" Mickey was impressed by how 
Buck had seemed to learn so much already. 

Buck shrugged. "Woke up at six this morning and went to the library. 
They have some pretty informative books in there. Also I'm starting 
to figure out how the internet works here. There's this website 
called hentooth. It's almost like their version of Google." 

Mickey shook his head in wonder. "You sure pick things up fast 
Gunny . " 

"It comes with experience." Buck told him. 

"You're a fucking nerd Gunny." Romeo stated as a 
matter-of-fact ly . 

Buck ignored him as he took the last pistol for himself. He got 
another suitcase out from the cockpit . "Extra mags." He informed his 
squad. "Take a couple with you. We might need them. Old equipment can 
be left on board except you Romeo, take the sniper." The ODSTs 
stopped talking and loaded out all of their gear. Buck eyed his 
tracker's location on his HUD. They were already less than five miles 
out. Any closer and they'd be running the risk of Gerry being able to 
see the pelicans on the ground. That would be bad. As far as the 
pilot was concerned right now, the ODSTs were just trying to go on a 
short little hike for leisure. "I think this spot's good." Buck 
quickly called out to Gerry. He had to raise his voice and repeat 



himself before the other man heard him. 

"There's no clearing right here lieutenant." Gerry pointed out, 
taking off his headphones. "I won't be able to set ol ' Gloria here 
down on the ground." 

"Who the hell names a plane?" Romeo grunted in annoyance. 

"It's alright," Buck answered Gerry. "Just get us as low as you can, 
we can jump on one of the trees and climb down." 

"What? Are you crazy?" Romeo instantly protested. "We're not monkeys 
Gunny." His words fell on deaf ears. 

"If you say so lieutenant." Gerry eventually said skeptically. "You 
know, you sure picked a strange place to visit." 

Buck shrugged. "What can I say, we like to hike." 

Gerry lowered the pelican until it was almost touching the treeline. 
"Well, that's about as low as I can get it. Any lower, and we can all 
kiss our wives goodbye. Oh wait, I don't even have a wife though!" 
Gerry burst out laughing to himself. The bullhead swayed a little as 
the controls shook along with his laughter. 

"To hell with this!" Romeo exclaimed. "This fool's actually going to 
get us killed . " 

"Seriously!" Mickey echoed. "He's not even paying attention!" 

The Rookie had to agree with them. They were hovering dangerously low 
and the pilot was over there giggling like a little girl, barely 
leaving his hands on the controls. He was either insanely skilled or 
the biggest moron he'd ever met. Not taking any chances, he bolted 
out the side and managed to grab on to a thick tree branch with both 
hands as he descended. Mickey practically jumped out the other side 
simultaneously . 

"You're a free man Gerry." Buck told the pilot. "I'll call you when 
we ' re done . " 

"Will do lieutenant" Gerry saluted as Buck jumped out. He noticed the 
last one of Buck's guys was still on board, just peering over the 
side . 

It was safe to say that Romeo was not a fan of Buck's exit plan. But 
it was either that, or risk his life staying. It was a lose-lose 
situation for him. 

"Are you going to jump?" Gerry asked. "Or are you too chicken?" The 
pilot once again burst out laughing at his own joke. 

Romeo clenched his fist and glared at the other man. He eyed his M6 
lying on the seat next to him. He could do it, and no one would be 
able to stop him. But as much as he despised Gerry, he knew they 
needed him. He sighed. "Christ, here goes nothing." As he was 
jumping, the bullhead lurched slightly and he lost his footing. 
"Shhiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiit ! " 


Romeo involuntarily front-flipped as he fell and hit the top of a 



tree on his back. He crashed through and snapped the smaller branches 
at the top until he was finally able to grab ahold of a thicker 
branch with one hand towards the bottom. Just as he took a deep 
breath to settle down, he realized a giant spider-looking Grimm was 
dangling right in front of him on a web. "Oh, hell no!" In shock he 

released his grip on the tree and fell the rest of the way down; 

landing on his back. Leaves fell all around him. 

The rest of his squad were already waiting for him. The Rookie tilted 
his head slightly as he studied Romeo lying on the ground. _'What the 
hell are you doing? ' _ 

"Gosh, what took you so long?" Mickey queried. "It's not like we have 
all day." The younger ODST offered a hand. 

Romeo slapped the hand aside and pulled himself up. "If we ever do 
make it out of here, I'm going to make sure I beat his ass first." He 

sneered, looking up at the sky as Gerry flew back from the way they 

came. He detached his sniper from his back to make sure it wasn't 
seriously damaged. Satisfied, he flipped the safety off and looked up 
towards Buck. "So what's the plan now, hopefully it's something 
better than 'let's jump out the fucking plane'!" He exclaimed with 
bitter sarcasm. 

Buck ignored the second part of Romeo's remark. "We tell the others 
about our situation first, then go from there. Let's keep this 
simple, I've been thinking too much these past couple of days and 
frankly, it's just a huge headache. I need to slow down a little 
bit." With that, he walked off. The Rookie was right behind 
him . 

"Fine with me." Mickey shrugged as he followed. 

"Always to first one to suck Gunny's balls." Romeo commented 
dryly . 

"He _is _the CO." Mickey retorted plainly without turning around. 

"And at least I know how to jump out of a plane without looking like 
an idiot." He finished with a smirk. 

(*CO means Commanding Officer) 

"Oh yeah? Well-" Romeo stopped short as he realized Mickey had 
already walked out of earshot. "Tch, asshole." He hissed under his 
breath. Irritated like always, Romeo walked after his squad. 

Buck was right, they didn't run into a single Grimm as they trekked 
through the forest. To save time, they had opted to jog the some four 
miles to the tracker, stopping a few times in between so Romeo could 
catch his breath. Having only one healthy lung meant a heavy toll on 
the sniper's stamina. An hour later, they were now barely two-hundred 
meters from the tracker. Buck could see the trees ahead spreading out 
further apart. But as the ODSTs stepped into the large clearing, all 
they could do was stare in shock. 

Instead of finding the half-dozen pelicans they were expecting to 
see, they found the clearing completely deserted and empty. 

"Are you kidding me right now?" Romeo growled in frustration. 



Buck clenched his fists, his own frustration rising. He had been 
looking forward to this. They had come all this way. He had been 
heavily concerned for Dare and the rest of the survivors ever since 
they had been arrested. He had felt so helpless when they had been 
tied down at Beacon. And now that they were finally able to free 
themselves up they come to find this? Nothing? "Ah, Dammit!" He 
snapped in anger and slammed his helmet into the ground. _Where the 
hell are they?! What happened to them?!_ 

Mickey laid a comforting hand on Buck's shoulder. He knew nothing 
that he said could help the situation right now. Romeo stared on 
silently. He wanted to be pissed, like he normally was. But he just 
couldn't find the heart for it. Deep down he was just as let down as 
Buck. They had been through too much in the last few days. First was 
the disastrous mission that nearly cost them everything. They had 
lost Dutch. Then they were thrown into a complete blur of mess. 
Finding other humans out in the middle of nowhere among all other 
things. Getting arrested, landing a job none of them wanted, almost 
getting killed, being deceived, having to keep everything about their 
existence a secret. It had almost driven him to the breaking point. 
And the only way he could express all of it was to get pissed off. No 
wonder he had been acting so out of control lately. These were 
definitely not normal circumstances , how could he act normal? 

Romeo shook his head. Reuniting with the others would've brought back 
a certain degree of comfort and sanity. But instead here they were, 
back to square zero. What a way to kick off his return to the 
battlefield. It was then he realized how pathetic he must look right 
now just feeling sorry for himself. How pathetic he had been for the 
past two days. And that's when he realized something else. No matter 
how bad he thought he had it, it must've been ten times worse for 
Buck. W hat am I doing? Suck it up pussy! You're an ODST for Christ 
sake. Get it together! _Romeo pounded himself hard on the chest and 
straightened himself, letting out a loud sigh to release all his pent 
up stress. 

Buck was also starting to get a grip. He let out a sigh as well. 
"Thanks Mickey." 

Mickey nodded and released his grip. He couldn't imagine what Buck 
was going through. He had felt mostly the same way as Romeo, but his 
easy going nature had made it easier for him to adapt to the drastic 
changes. That's not to say he hadn't been stressed out by everything, 
just not as much. 

The Rookie was already going around the clearing examining the 
ground. He had been investigating while the rest of his squad had to 
take it all in. There was no doubt that he was the one with the 
strongest mentality. Sulking wouldn't do anyone any good. The best 
way to go about it was to take the situation as it was. To cut off 
from negative emotions and look for a practical solution. To analyze 
and to act accordingly. It was the only way he could guarantee his 
friends' survival. There wasn't too much to look at around the 
clearing. A few put-out fire pits, cigarette butts scattered around, 
imprints of where the pelicans had been. There was no blood and no 
bullet casings. As far as The Rookie could tell, the others had left 
in a calm and orderly fashion. But where to? That was the question. 
Surely there had to be something they left behind. It wasn't like 
Captain Dare to just disappear without a word. Wait, actually yeah it 
was. But in a situation like this? Not likely. That would be 



stretching it, even for her. Then what ... that ' s when it hit him. Of 
course! He should've seen it sooner. 

Mickey looked at The Rookie with amusement, despite the depressing 
tone of the setting. "I swear, nothing ever gets to him, just look at 
him go . " 

Romeo grinned. "That's our Rook." His tone was even, and for the 
first time in a long while contained no sarcasm or bitterness. But 
instead, sincerity. "He'd give the Chief a run for his money, no 
doubt about it." He looked over at Buck. "You gonna be alright 
Gunny?" 

Buck said nothing at first and Mickey decided it was time for him to 
lighten the mood. "Of course you're good right Gunny? I mean come on, 
it's not like they're gone for good. We just have to figure out where 
they went. We can't quit here. Alpha 9 rolls too deep. We've already 
been through too much to give in. Fuck failure and fuck giving up. 

The squad's still here, and we're not that easy to beat!" 

By now The Rookie had walked up to them. Buck looked from Mickey, to 
Romeo, and then to The Rookie. He grinned. "We _are_ pretty damn 
tough aren't we?" 

"Hell yeah we are." Romeo smirked. "You know we got you covered." The 
Rookie nodded agreement . 

Buck nodded. He had always known it, but it wasn't until now that he 
realized how important it was. The squad's support for each other was 
the key. He had their backs and they had his. They were all still 
here, and as of right now, that's all that mattered. He was certain 
that the rest of the squad were realizing this too. They would find 
Dare and the others and they would do it together as a unit. As a 
squad. As Alpha 9. Just like they'd done everything else in the past. 
His grin got bigger. _Same shit different day. We're going to figure 
this out. _The only question now was how. 

They didn't have to wait long for the answer. The Rookie had figured 
it out. He looked at Buck and tapped his own VISR meaningfully. 

His message instantly registered with Buck. "Of course!" The 
lieutenant exclaimed. "Good work Rookie, I should've seen it 
sooner . " 

"Your nerdy ass figured it out?" Romeo tilted his head 
slightly . 

Buck nodded. "It's the tracker." He answered. "I left it on a 
pelican. The fact that it's still here means that it either fell off 
the pelican when it took off, or it was placed somewhere else nearby 
intentionally. And seeing how it's not lying around in the clearing, 

I have a pretty good feeling it's the second one." Buck picked his 
helmet back up and placed it over his head. "All I have to do now is 
find it's exact location." 

The Rookie gave Romeo a light shove. _'I figured it out, don't get it 
twisted. ' _ 

Romeo pushed him back. "Hey don't get all butthurt . I was just 
playing damn." 



Mickey cupped the bottom of his helmet thoughtfully. "Where do you 
guys think they went?" 

The Rookie shrugged. 

"Maybe the Captain lowkey doesn't want Gunny's old ass anymore." 

Romeo joked. 

The Rookie stared at him plainly. _'Too soon.'_ 

Mickey stole a quick glance at Buck, who was out of earshot. "Yeah, 
you better hope he didn't hear that." 

Buck had to head back into the trees to get to the tracker. He found 
it behind a thicker tree. With it was another tracker and an audio 
recorder. It was obvious they had been deliberately left behind. The 
ODST picked up the recorder and hit the play button. He instantly 
felt a massive wave of relief as he recognized Dare's voice. She 
sounded urgent. "Buck, listen, there's not much time so I need to 
keep this short. That second tracker is synched to my HUD, take it 
with you. I'll try to find a way to make contact with you within a 
week. In the mean time lay low and try not to get killed. Please. And 
don't worry about us, we just got caught up in something complicated. 
Be caref-" 

A man's voice cut into the recording. Buck didn't recognize the 
person . 

"Ms. Dare, are you ready?" 

"Yeah, coming." Dare responded. "And it's Captain. Try to remember 
that . " 

Buck had to smile. It was nice to know Dare hadn't lost her 
composure . 

"Alright, I gotta go." Dare's voice was barely above a whisper now. 
"Please be safe Eddie, I love you." There was a slight buzz in static 
as the recording ended. 

Buck stood silently as conflicting emotions arose within him. He was 
relieved to know that Dare and the others were alive and well. But 
now he had found something new to worry about. What exactly had the 
others gotten themselves into? How complicated was the situation if 
Dare wouldn't make contact until _a week? _He quickly stopped himself 
before he could worry any more. He had to trust in Dare's abilities. 
It was all he could do at this stage. She would figure her 
predicament out, just like how the squad and figure out theirs. 

They'd see each other soon. He had to believe it. Buck picked up both 
of the trackers and pocketed all three items in his armor before 
walking back over to his squad. 

"Did you find it?" Mickey asked. 

Buck nodded. "She left a message for us too. Seems they got caught in 
a little situation of their own." 


"That so?" The younger ODST wished he could say he was surprised. Of 
course things had to get even more complicated. At least it was good 



to know that they were alive though. 


"Well then, what now?" 


Buck shrugged. "She said we should lay low, and stay out of 
trouble . " 

"Makes sense." Romeo agreed. "Back to the school then?" 

"Actually, I was thinking we go back to the police station and pay a 
little visit." Buck said. 

"What, why?" Mickey asked. "I'dve thought you'd never want to see 
that place again." 

"Trust me I don't." Buck grunted. "But I'm thinking that it may be 
possible that they found the others too. I heard another man's voice 
in the message and he sounded pretty authoritative. There's a chance 
their situation is a lot more similar to ours than we think." 

"Not exactly laying low." Mickey pointed out. He shrugged. "Buuut, I 
guess it wouldn't hurt to give it a try." 

"Yeah, as long as they don't arrest us." Romeo muttered. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Captain Bronzewing swung the briefing room dorm open and stepped 
inside. His best detectives were gathered and seated. "I'm sure 
you've all heard by now gentlemen." He got straight to the point. "At 
approximately 1:08 am last night, detectives Jackson and Nash were 
ambushed as they were escorting a morgue van containing the recently 
deceased team HRNT . They were both killed along with the driver and 
the van was set ablaze. The biggest evidence we have to go off of so 
far is Jackson's dying message." Bronzewing turned on the holographic 
projector and pulled up a picture of the message Jackson left. "The 
most obvious meaning of 'WF' is the White Fang. But I don't want to 
jump to conclusions just yet. We're going to analyze all of the 
evidence . "<p> 

"Who else would it be?" Interrupted a detective in the front row. 
Floyd Rose from homicide. "Seems pretty evident to me. I say we go 
flush those rodents out and put them down." 

"We need to be sure first." Bronzewing narrowed his eyes, not 
impressed . 

"How much more evidence do we need?" The detective continued to 
argue. "It sure as hell doesn't stand for 'Whole Foods'. Why look any 
deeper? " 

"Because as police officers, we're expected to hold ourselves to the 
highest level of professionalism and integrity. Don't forget you took 
an oath Rose. If you have a problem then go ahead and get out, 
otherwise shut it." Bronzewing said with a hard tone. 

Rose subsided. "Alright then, what's the plan?" 

"Based on evidence at the crime scene, the assaulting vehicle is most 
likely a large SUV or truck painted white. We need to find it. 

Phelps, Bekowsky, that's on you." With a nod, Phelps got up and 
exited the room, Bekowsky in tow. Bronzewing continued. "The van 



driver and HRNTs ' burned remains are in the morgue. Rose, Galloway, I 
want you two to get the coroner's evaluation. There are some charred 
remains of the explosives used for the explosion in the lab. Biggs, I 
need you to tell me the exact type and model that was used. I'll be 
accessing the cameras located on that intersection to see if they 
caught anything." The other three detectives cleared out and went 
about their tasks. 

"So why ' d you bring us in?" Detective Roy Earle sat with his hands 
behind his back and his feet laid on top of the desk in front of him. 
Two other detectives sat behind him. 

"We still need to get to the bottom of what happened to team HRNT in 
the first place. And Junior's still on the loose" The captain 
explained. "Rossi, Hobbes, you two are going to the crime scene in 
the forrest. See if there's anymore evidence that can be of use. I've 
got a couple of patrolmen holding the area down right now. Roy, you 
head to Junior's club." 

"You really think he's stupid enough to go back to the most obvious 
place after he just escaped?" Earle asked doubtfully. 

"Oh that's not why I want you there." Bronzewing smiled. But his eyes 
were humorless. "There's a strong possibility that HRNT may have 
swung by there during their pursuit. Ask around to see if anyone 
recalls. But more importantly, I want a warrant for the club. I'm 
sure it'll be pretty easy to find probable cause." 

Earle jumped out of his seat and placed his fedora on his head. 
"Easy." He smirked has he adjusted his brightly-colored suit. "Rose's 
right though, we should just go ahead and round up those dirty little 
animals. It seems pretty obvious to me." 

"Just get me that warrant Roy." Bronzewing barked 
impatiently . 

"Yeah, yeah yeah." Earle rolled his eyes as he exited. 

Bronzewing rubbed his eyes. He still had no idea where Junior might 
have run off to. But after seeing what happened to team HRNT, he 
wasn't ready to send any more people after him. Not until he knew 
exactly what he was dealing with, anyway. A knock came at the door 
and he turned to find his secretary standing there. "Janice," He 
greeted. "What is it?" 

"There's someone asking for you up front." She told him. 

"Alright, I'm coming." He walked out to the station lobby. "Ah, Mr. 
Buck, miss this place already?" He greeted upon seeing who it 
was . 

"Can't say I do." Buck got up and shook the Captain's hand. The squad 
stood behind him. They had left all of their armor and equipment on 
the bullhead and were wearing the white shirt, black sweats outfit 
Ozpin had provided. Except for The Rookie, who was still in his 
armor . 

"Don't blame ya." Bronzewing shrugged. "You were the one who called 
in the bodies last night right?" 



Buck nodded. "How's the autopsy coming along?" 

Bronzewing gave a short humorless laugh. "Non-existent." He told Buck 
about what had occurred last night. 

Buck's eyebrows shot up and his face showed concern. "Any idea who it 
was ? " 


"Still working on it." The captain hid his frustration. "And I'm not 
supposed to disclose that information to the public yet, even if I 
knew . " 

"I see." Buck understood. But an unsettling feeling he had felt 
before was coming back. 

"Anyways," Bronzewing continued. "I'm sure you didn't come here to 
check up on the autopsy. So how can I help you?" 

"I think I may have left something in our old cell." Buck lied. "If 
there's no one occupying it, I was wondering if I could go take a 
look inside . " 

Bronzewing raised an eyebrow. "I'll have one of my guys go take a 
look. What did you lose?" 

"A watch." Buck said simply. "I just hope it hasn't been stolen yet. 
You guys must have a lot of crooks come and go through here." 

"We've only had one arrest since that bastard Junior broke out." 
Bronzewing shook his head. "And he's locked in a different cell." A 
patrolman walked by. "Dunn, go check cell D-3 for a watch." The 
officer nodded. He came back moments later. "There's nothing there, 
sir. " 

Bronzewing turned back to Buck. "Well, looks like it's not there. I 
hope it didn't mean that much to you." 

Buck scratched the back of his head. "Well, it certainly wasn't 
cheap, I guess I'll have to keep looking." 

"Alright, give Ozpin my greeting." Bronzewing waved. 

"Well that was a bust." Mickey sighed as the ODSTs walked out of the 
station . 

"Yeah, one arrest? What a joke." Romeo snorted. 

"You don't think you were too vague though do you Gunny?" Mickey 
asked . 

Buck shook his head. "No, if the others were brought there, he 
definitely would've said something else. He might have even acted 
suspicious, given how identical we all look when we're in our armour. 
But he didn't say or act anything out of the ordinary. They're not 
here . " 

"So what now, we laying low?" 


"Not many other options at this point." Buck said evenly. 



"What about those bodies though?" Romeo wondered. "Somebody must 
really hate those people. Like, who the hell goes after morgue 
vans ? " 


"That's a good question." Buck agreed. "I have a feeling someone 
couldn't afford the autopsy on those bodies to go through." 

"That sounds pretty ominous." Mickey whistled. "And a bit 
creepy . " 

"Well fuck it, that's the five-o's problem now." Romeo grunted. 

"Let's go get some shit to eat man." 

"I'm with you." Mickey readily agreed. 

Buck nodded after giving it some thought. "Alright then, lead the 
way . " 

"While we're at it we might as well get some new clothes too." Romeo 
mused. "We look like idiots wearing the same thing." 

"Thank you!" Mickey exclaimed. "I was beginning to think I was the 
only one who thought that . " 

The two went on a rant about the importance of style. 

Buck and The Rookie walked behind them, having no interest on the 
topic . 

The Rookie shot Buck a long look. 

"Yeah, I know." Buck conceded. "Something's not right, I don't like 
it either . " 

Unknown to the ODSTs, they were being watched by a pair of venomous 
eyes from an alleyway close by. The eyes followed the four soldiers 
until they went inside a restaurant, then disappeared back into the 
darkness . 

**A/N: BOOM! Guess whos back up in this Bitch? Yeah ik its been a hot 
minute since y'all have heard from me but college has been busy as 
ffffffuck lately. Good thing I'm on break now though. Thanks for all 
of your patience and continued support and interest and apologies for 
the delay. But yaboi is still alive! As far as this story goes, this 
was just another chapter to speed up the plot. There will be a couple 
more of these. Look for more interactions between the two universes 
in the next few chapters though. I've actually had the main plotline 
for this story planned two years ago lol, I just had no idea that 
connecting the dots and putting up new chapters would take so long, 
but it feels good to still be making progress. As always, don't 
hesitate to leave thoughts, crituques, comments or advice and thanks 
for reading once again! Peace out.** 

-k k g ^ ^ 


**On a side note, you may have noticed I've been using a lot of 
different characters from other universes to fill in extra roles in 
the story. This is simply because I feel like it is too much work to 
make up that many OC ' s . Obviously, I don't own any of them nor do I 
own rwby or halo, but I do like the element those other characters 



add. I will seek input from y'all on more character slots that need 
filling out in the future for this story, both original and existing 
will do.** 


**On another side note, NBA playoffs are almost here! A little pissed 
that my Knicks ain't make it, but owell well get em next year. Who do 
y'all think will win it all? Golden state is honestly just 
unbelievable right now and steph curry is not human, unless they get 
riddled with injuries, I can't see them losing a 7 game series to 
anyone. Not even San Antonio or OKC . As for the east, the Cavs are 
the favorite to win, but I think the raptors or heat could win it as 
well. But they'd just get crushed by the warriors anyways in the 
finals Imao so I guess it doesn't matter who wins the east. What 
y'all think tho?** 


End 
f lie . 



